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Persons Represented. 


Julius Caesar. 


M. Aemil. ner, | Triumvirs, after the Death of Ju- 


Octavius Caesar, lius Caesar 


Marcus Antonius, 

Cicero, Publius, Popilius Lena, Senators. 

Marcus Brutus, 

Cassius, 

Casca, 

Trebonius, 

Ligarius, 

Decius Brutus, 

Metellus Cimber, 

inna, 

Flavius, and Marullus, Tribunes. 

Artemidorns, à Sophist of Cnidos. 

A Soothsayer. . 

Cinna, a Poet. Another Poet. 

Lucilius, Titinins, Messala, Young Cato, and Volum— 
nins; Friends to Brutus and Cassius. 

Varro, Clitus. Claudius, Strato, Lucius, Dardanius; 
Servants to Brutus. 

Pindarus, Servant to Cassius. . 


Conspirators against Julius Caesar. 


Calphurnia, Mife to Caesar. 
Portia, Wife to Brutus. 


Senators, Citizens, Guards, Attendants, etc. 


SCENE, during a great part of the play, at Rome: af- 
terwards at Sardis; and near Philippi. 


JULIUS CAESARB. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


Rome. A Street. 


Enter FLavivs, MAruiivus, and a rabble of Citizens. 


Flav. Hexcx; home, you idle creatures, 
et you home; 
Ts this a holiday ? What! know you not, 
Being mechanical, you ought not walk, 
Upon a labouring day, without the sign 
Of your profession? — Speak, what trade art 
thou? 
1. Cit. Why, sir, a carpenter. 
Mar. Where is thy leather apron, and thy 
rule? 55 
, A 2 


4 JULIUS CAESAR, 


What dest thou with thy best,apparel ou? — 
You, sir; what trade are you? 

2. Cit. Truly, sir, in respect of a fine workman, 
J am but, as you would say, a cobler. 

Mar. But what trade art thou? Answer me di- 

rectly, 

2. Cit. A trade, sir, that, I hope, I may use 
with a safe conscience; which is, indeed, sir, a 
mender of bad soals. 

Mar. What trade, thou knave? thou naughty 

kna ve, what trade? 

2. Cit. Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not out with 
me: yet, if you be out, sir, I can mend you, 

Mar, What meanest thou by that? Mend me, 
thou saucy fellow ? 

2. Cit. Why, sir, cobble you. 

Flav. Thou art a cobler, art thou ? 

2. Cit. Truly, sir, all that I live by is, with the 
awl: I meddle with no tradesman's matters, nor 
women's matters, but with awl. I am, indeed, 
sir, a surgeon to old shoes; when they ate in 
great danger, I re-corer them. As proper men as 
ever trod upon neats-leather, have gone upon my 
bandy-work. 

Flav. But wherefore art not in thy shop to- 

day? 
Why dost thou lead these men about the streets? 

2. Cit. Truly, sir, to wear out their shoes, to 
get myself into more work. But, indeed, sir, we 
make holiday, to see Caesar, and to rejoice in his 
triumph. 

Mar. Wherefore rejoice ? What conquest brings 

he home? 
V hat tributaries follow him to Rome, 
To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels? 
You blocks, you stones, you worse than $senseleſs 
things! 


O, you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome, 


JULIUS CAESAR. 5 


Knew you not Pompey? Many a time and oft 
Have you climb'd up to walls and battlements, 
To towers and windows, yea, to chimney-tops, 
Your infants in your arms, and there have sat 
The live-long day, with patient expectation, 
To see great Pompey pals the streets of Rome: 
And when you saw his chariot but appear, 
Have you not made an universal shout, 
That Tyber trembled underneath her banks, 
To hear the replication of your sounds, 
Made in her concave shores? 
And do you now put on your best attire ? 
And do you now cull out a holiday? 
And do you now strew flowers in his way, 
That comes in triumph over Pompey's blood ? 
Be gone; 
Run to your houses, fall upon your knees, 
Pray to the gods to intermit the plague 
That needs must light on this ingratitude. 

Flav, Go, go, good countrymen, and, for this 

E e 
Assemble all the poor men of your sort; 
Draw them to Tyber banks, and weep your tears 
Into the channel, till the lowest stream 
Do kiſs the most exalted shores of all. 
[ Exeunt Citizens. 


See, whe'r their basest metal be not mov'd; 

They vanish tongue-ty'd in their guiltinels. 

Go you down that way towards the Capitol; 

This way will I: Disrobe the images, 

If you do find them deck'd with ceremonies, 
Mar. May we do 80? . ; | 

You know, it is the feast of Lupercal. 
Flay. It is no matter; let no images 

Be hung with Caesar's trophies, Ill about, 

And drive away the vulgar from the streets: 

So do you ton, where you porevive them thick, 
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6 JULIUS CAESAR. 
These growing feathers pluck'd from Caesar's 


win 
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch ; 
Who else would soar above the view of men, 
And keep us all in servile fearfulneſs. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 
The same. A publick Place. 


Enter, in procession, with musick, CAxs AR; ANnTonr, 
for the course; CALYHURNIA, PorTIA, DEcivs, Ci- 
CERO, Brutus, CAss1Us, and CASCA, a great crowd 
following; among them a Soothsayer, 8 


Caes, Calphurnia, — 
Casca. Peace, ho! Caesar speaks. 
[Musick ceases, 
Caes. Calphurnia, — 
Cal. Here, my lord, 
Caes. Stand you directly in Antonius' way, 
When he doth run his course. — Antonius. 
Ant. Caesar, my lord. 
Caes. Forget not, in your speed, Antonius, 
To touch Calphurnia: for our elders say, 
The barren, touched in this holy chase, 
Shake off their steril curse. 
Ant, T sball remember: 
When Caesar says, Do this, it is perform'd, 
Caes. Set on; and leave no ceremony out. 
LMusick. 
Sooth, Caesar. 
Caes. Ha! Who calls? | 
Casca. Bid every noise be still: — Peace yet 
again, [ Musick ceases. 
| Caes, Who is it in the preſs, that calls on me? 
J hear a tongue, sbriller than all the musick, 
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Cry, Caesar: Speak; Caesar is turn'd to hear. 
Sooth. Beware the 1des of March. 
Caes. What man is that? 
Bru. A 800thsayer, bids you beware the ides 
of March. 

Caes. Set him before me, let me see bis face. 
Cas. Fellow, come from the throng: Look 
upon Caesar. | | 
Caes. What say'st thou to me now? Speak 

once again. 5 
Sooth, Beware the ides of March. 
Caes. , He is a dreamer; let us leave him; — 
pals. 
[Sennet, Fxeunt all hut Brutus and Cassius. 


Cas, Will you go see the order of the course? 
Bru. Not I, 


Cas, I pray you, do. 

Bru. T am not gamesome; I do lack some part 
Of that quick spirit that is in Antony, 
Let me not hinder, Cassius, your desires; 
I'll leave you. 

Cas. Brutus, I do observe you now of late: 
I have not from your eyes that gentleneſs, 
And shew of love, as I was wont to have: 
You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand 
Over your friend that loves you. 

Bru. Cassms, 
Be not deceiv'd: If I have veil'd my look, 
J turn the trouble of my countenance 
Merely upon myself. Vexed I am, 
Of late, with passions of some difference, 
Conceptions only proper to myself, 
Which give some soil, perhaps, to my behaviours ; 
But Jet not therefore my good friends be griev'd; 
(Among which number, Cassiue, be you one;) 
Nor construe any further my neglect, 
Than that poor Brutus, with himself at war, 
Forgets the shews of love to other men. 
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8 JULIUS CAESAR. 


Cas. Then, Brutus, I have much mistook your 
assion; 


By means whereof, this breast of mine hath 


bury'd 
Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations. 
Tell me, good Brutus, can you sce your face? 
Bru. No, Cassius: for the eye sees not itself, 


But by reflection, by some other things. 


Cas. "Tis just: 
And it is very much lamented, Brutus, 
That you have no such mirrors, as will turn 
Your hidden worthineſs into your eye, 
That you might see your shadow. I have heard, 
Where many of the best respect in Rome, 
(Except immortal Cae ar,) speaking of Brutus, 
And groaning underneath this age's yoke, 
Have wish'd that nob'e Brutus had his eyes. 
Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, 
Cassius, 
That you would have me seek into myself 
For that which is not in me? 
Cas. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar'd to 
hear: 
And, since you know you cannot see yourself 
So well as by reflection, I, your glaſs, 
Will modestly discover to yourself 
That of yourself which you yet know not of. 
And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus: 
Were I a common laugher, or did use 
To stale with ordinary oaths my love 
To every new protester; if you know 
That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard, 
And after scandal them; or if you know 


| That I profeſs myself in banqueting 


To all the rout, then hold me dangerous. 
ES [Flourish, and shout. 
Bru. What means this shouting? I do fear, the 
people 


JULIUS CAESAR, 


Choose Caesar for their king, 

Cas. Ay, do you fear it? 

Then must I think you would not have it so. 
Bru, 1 wry not, Cassius; yet I love him 

well: — 

But wherefore do you hold me here 80 long? 

What is it that you would impart to me? 

If it be aught toward the general good, 

Set honour in one eye, * death i' the other, 

And I will look on both indifferently: 

For, let the gods so speed me, as I love 

The name of honour more than I fear death. 

Cas. I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus, 

As well as I do know your outward favour. 

Well, honour is the subject of my story. — 

J cannot tell, what you and otber men 

Think of this life; but, for my single self, 

T had as lief not be, as live to be 

In awe of such a thing as I myself. 

I was born free as Caesar; so were you: 

We both bave fed as well; and we can both 

Endure the winter's cold, as well as he. 

For once, upon a rau and gusty day, 

The troubled Tyber chafing with ber shores, 

Caesar said to me, Dar'st thou, Cassius, now 

Leap in with me into this angry flood, 

And swim to yonder point? — Upon the word, 

Accouter'd as I was, I plunged in, 

And bade him follow: so, indeed, he did. 

The torrent roar'd; and we did buffet it 

With lusty sinews; throwing it aside 

And stemming it with hearts of controversy, 

But ere we could arrive the point propos'd, 

Caesar cry'd, Help me, Cassius, or I sink. 

I, as Aeneas our preat ancestor, 

Did from the flames of Troy upon his shoulder 

The old Anchises bear, so, from the waves of 

Tyber 
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10 JULIUS CAFSAR. 
Did I the tired Caesar: And this man 


Is now become a god; and Cassius is 
A wretched creature, and must bend his body, 
If Caesar careleſsly but nod on him. 
He had a fever when he was in Spain, 
And, when the fit was on him, I did mark 
How he did sbake: 'tis true, this god did shake: 
His coward lips did from their colour fly; 
And that same eye, whose bend doth awe tbe 
world, 
Did lose his lustre: I did hear him groan : 
Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade the Romans 
Mark bim, and wrife his speeches i in their books, 
Alas! it cry'd, Give me some drink, Titinius, 
As a sick gul, Ye gods, it doth amaze me, 
A man of such a feeble temper should 
So get the start of the majestick world, 
And bear the palm alone, [ Shout. Flourish, 
Bru, Another general shout! 
I do believe, tbat these applauses are 
For some new honours that are heap'd on Caesar. 
Cas. Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow 
woild, 
Like a Colossus; and we petty men 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 
To find ourselves dishonourable graves, 
Men at some time are masters of their fates: 
The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars, 
But in ourselves, that we are underlings, 
Brutus, and Caesar: What should be in that 
Caesar? 
Why should that name be sounded more than 
yours? | 
Write them together, yours is as fair a name; 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well; 
Weigh them, it is as heavy; conjure with them, 
Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Caesar. 
[Shout. 
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Now in the names of all the gods at once, 
Upon what meat doth this our Caesar feed, 
That he is grown 80 great? Age, thou art 
sham'd: . om 
Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods! 
When went there by an age, since the great flood, 
But it was fam'd with more than with one man? 
When could they say till now, that talk'd of 
Rome, 1 | 
That her wide walks encompals'd but one man? 
Now is it Rome indeed, and room enough, 
When there is in it but one only man. 
O! you and I have heard our fathers say, 
There was a Brutus once, that would have 
brook'd DT 
The eternal devil to keep his state in Rome, 
As easily as a king. 
Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing 
_ Jealous; 
What you would work me to, I have some aim: 
How I bave thought of this, and of these times, 
I shall recount hereafter; for this present, 
I would not, so with love J might entreat you, 
Be any further moy'd. What you have said, 
I will consider; what you have to say, 
Iwill with patience hear: and find a time 
Both meet to hear, and answer, such bigh things. 
Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this; 
Rrutus had rather be a villager, 
Than to repute himself a son of Rome 
Under these bard conditions as this time 
Is like to lay upon us. 


Cas. T am glad, that my weak words 


Have struck but thus much shew of fire from 
| Brutus. 
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. JULTUS CAESAR. 


Re-enter CarsAn, and his Train. 


Bru. The games are done, and Caesar is re- 
| turning. Fat 
Cas. As they paſs by, pluck Casca by th 
sleeve; 
And he will, after his sour fashion, tell you 
W hat hath proceeded, worthy note, to-day. 

Bru, I will do so: — But, look you, Cassius, 
The angry spot doth glow on Caesar's brow, 
And all the rest look like a chidden train: 
Calphurnia's cheek is pale; and Cicero 
Looks with such ferret and such firy eyes, 


As we have seen him in tbe Capitol, 


Being croſs'd in conference by some senators. 
Cas. Casca will tell us what the matter is. 
Caes. Antonius, 
Ant. Caesar. | 
Caes. Let me have men about me, that are fat; 
Sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o' nights: 
Yond” Cassius has a lean and hungry look; 
He thinks too much; such men are dangerous. 
Ant, Fear him not, Caesar, be's not dangerous; 
He is a noble Roman, and well given. 
Caes, Would he were fatter : — But I fear him 
not: | 
Yet if my name were liable to fear, 
T do not know the man I sbould avoid 
So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much; 
He is a great observer, and he looks 
Quite through the deeds of men: he loves no 
plays, 
As thou dost, Antony; he hears no musick: 
Seldom he smiles; and smiles in such a sort, 
As if he mock'd himself, and scorn'd his spirit 
That could be mov'd to smile at any thing. 
Such men as he be never at heart's ease, 
Whiles they behold a greater than themselves; 
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And therefore are they very dangerous. 

T rather tell thee what is to be fear'd, 

Than what I fear; for always I am Caesar. 

Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf, 

And tell me truly what thou think'st of him. 
[Exeunt CAxs An, and his train. Casca stays 

behind. ; 

Casca. You pull'd me by the cloak; Woull 

you speak with me? 

Bru. Ay, PN tell us what hath chanc'd to- 

ay, | 
That Caesar 0 so sad. 

Casca. Why you were with him, were you 

not? | 

Bru. I should not then ask Casca what hath 

chanc'd. 

Casca. Why, there was a crown offer'd him: 
and being offer'd him, he put it by with the back 
of his hand, thus; and then the people fell a" 
shouting. 5 

Bru. What was the second noise for? 

Casca. Why, for that too. x 

Cas. They shouted thrice; What was the last 

cry for? | 

Casca. Why, for that too. 

Eru. Was the crown offer'd him thrice ? 

Casca. Ay, marry, was't, and he put it by 
thrice, every time gentler than other; and at 
every putting by, mine honest neighbours shouted, 

Cas. Who offer'd him the crown? 

Casca., Why, Antony. 

Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca. 

Casca. I can as well be bang'd, as tell the man- 
ner of it: it was mere foolery, I did not mark it. 
T saw Mark Antony offer him a crown; — yet 
"twas not a crown neither, 'twas one of these co- 
ronets; — and, as I told you, he put it by once: 
but, for all that, to my thinking, he would fain 
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have had it. Then he offer'd it to bim again; 
then he put it by again: but, to my thinking, .he 
was very loth to lay his fingers off it. And then 
he offerd' it the third time; he put it the third 
time by: and still as he refused it, the rabblement 
booted, and clapp'd their chopp'd hands, and 
threw up their sweaty nightcaps, and utter'd such 
a deal of stinking breath because Caesar refused 
the crown, that it had almost choked Caesar; for 
he swoon'd, and fell down at it: And for mine 
owa part, I durst not laugb, for fear of opening 
my lips, and receiving the bad air. 

Cas. But, soft, I pray you: What? did Caesar 

swoon? | 

Casca. He fell down in the market-place, and 
foam'd at mouth, and was speechlels. 

Bru. Tis very like; he bath the falling - sick- 

nels. | 

Cas. No, Caesar hath it not; but you, and T, 
And honest Casca, we bave the falling-sickneſs. 

Casca. I know not what you mean by that; 
but, I am sure, Caesar fell down. If the tag-rag 
people did not clap him, and kiſs him, according 
as he pleased, and displeased them, as they use 
to do the players in the theatre, I am no true 
man. 

Bru. What said he, when be came unto him- 

self? 

Casca. Marry, before he fell down, when he 
perceiv'd the common herd was glad he refused 
the crown, he pluck'd me ope his doublet, and 
offer'd them his throat to cut. — An I bad been 
a man of any occupation, if I would not have 
taken him at a word, I would I might po to hell 
among the rogues: '— and $0 he fell. hen he 
came. to himself again, he said, if he bad done, 
or said, any thing amils, be desired their worships 
to think it was his infirmity. Three or four 
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wenches, where I stood, cry'd, Alas, good soul! 
— and —_— him with all their hearts: But 


there's no heed to be taken cf them; if Caesar 
had stabb'd their mothers, they would have done 
no lels. 

Bru. And after that, be came, thus sad, away? 

Casca. Ay. 

Cas. Did Cicero say any thing? 

Casca. Ay, he spoke Greek. 

Cas. To what effect? 

Casca. Nay, an TI tell you that, I'll ne'er look 
you i the face again: But those, that understood 
him, smiled at one another, and shock their 
heads: but, for mine own part, it was Greek to 
me. I could tell you more news too: Marullus 
and Flavius, for pulling «ca:fs off Caesar's images, 
are put to silence. Fare you well. There was 
more foolery yet, if I could remember it. 

Cas. Will you sup with me to-night, Casca? 

Casca. No, I am promised forth. 

Cas. Will you dine with me to-morrow ? 

Casca. Ay, if 1 be alive, and your mind hold, 

and your dinner worth the eating. et 
Cas. Good; I will expect you. 

 Casca. Do so: Farewel both. [Exit CAsCa. 

Bru. What a blunt fellow is this grown to be? 
He was quick mettle, when he went to school. 

Cas. So is he now, in execution 
Of any bold or noble enterprize, 

However he puts on this tardy form. 
This rudeneſs is a sauce to his good wit, 
Which gives men stomach to digest his words 
With better appetite. 
Bru. And so it is. For this time I will leave 
ou: 
To-morrow, if you please to speak with me, 
I will come home to you; or, if you will, 
Come home to me, and I will wait for you. 
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16 JULIUS CAESAR. 
Cas. I will do so: — till then, think of the 


world, [Exit Brutus, 
Well, Brutus, thou art noble; yet, I see, 


Thy honourable metal may be wrought 


From that it is dispos'd: Therefore tis meet 


That noble minds keep ever with their likes: 
Yor who so firm, that cannot be seduc'd? 
Caesar doth bear me hard; but he loves Brutus: 
If I were Brutus now, and he were Cassius, 
He should not humour me. I will this night, 
In several hands, in at his windows throw, 

As if they came from several citizens, 

Writings, all tending to the great opinion 

That Rome holds of his name; wherein obscurely 
Caesar's ambition shall be glanced at: 

And, after this, let Caesar seat him sure; 

For we will shake him, or worse days endure. 


[ Exit. 


SCENE III. 


The same. A Street. 


Lightning. Enter, from opposite sides, CAscA, with 
his sword drawn, and CicERo. 


Cic. Good even, Casca: Brought you Caesar 
home? 
Why are you breathleſs? and why n stare you 80? 
Casca. Are you not moy'd, when all the sway 
of earth 15 
Shakes, like a thing unfirm? O Cicero, 
J have seen tempests, when the scolding winds 
Have riv*d the knotty oaks; and I bave seen 
The ambitious ocean swell, and rage, and foam, 
To be exalted with the threat'ning clouds: 
But never till to-night, never till now, 


Did 


JULIUS CAESAR. 
Did I go through a tempest dropping fire, 


Either there is a civil strife in heaven; 
Or else the world, too saucy with the gods, 
Incenses them to send destruction. 


Cic. Why, saw you any thing more wonder- 
ful 


Casca. A common slave (you know him well 
by sight) | 
Held up bis Jeft hand, which did flame, and burn 
Like twenty torches join'd; and yet his hand, 
Not sensible of fire, remain'd unscorch'd. 
Besides, (I bave not since put up my sword, 
Against the Capitol I met a lion, 
Who gaz'd upon me, and went surly by, 
Without annoying me: And there were drawn 
Upon a heap a hundred ghastly women, 
Transformed with their fear; who swore, they 
sa v 

Men, all in fire, walk up and down the streets. 
And, yesterday, the bird of night did sit, 
Even at noon-day, upon the market-place, 
Hooting, and shrieking. When these prodigies 
Do so conjointly meet, let not men say, 
These are their reasons, — They are natural; 
For, I believe, they are portentous things 
Unto the climate that they point upon. 


Cic. Tadeed, it is a strange-disposed time: 
But men may construe things after their fashion, 
Clean from the purpose of the things themselves, 
Comes Caesar to the Capitol to-morrow ? 

Casca. He doth; for he did bid Antonius 
Send word to you, he would be there to-morrow, 


Cic. Good night then, Casca: this disturbed 
sky | 


Is not to walk in. 
Casca, Farewel, Cicero. [Exit CĩcxnO. 
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8¹ JULIUS CAESAR. 


Enter CAS SITIuUS. 


Cas. Who's there? 
Casca. A Roman. 
Cas. Casca, by your voice, 
Casca. Your ear is good. Cassius, what night 
is this? | 
Cas. A very pleasing night to honest men. 
Casca. pre wes knew the heavens menace 
80 
Cas. Those, that have known the earth so full 
of faults. 
For my part, | have walk'd about the streets, 
Submitting me unto the perilous night; 
And, thus unbraced, Casca, as you see, 
Have bar'd my bosom to the thunder-stone : 
Aud, when the crols blue lightning seem'd to 
open 
The breast of hatch, I did present myself 
Even in the aim and very flash of it. 
Casca. But wherefore did you so much tempt 
the heavens ? 
It is the part of men to fear and tremble, 
When the most mighty gods, by tokens, send 
Such dreadful heralds to astonish us. 
Cas. You are dull, Casca; and those sparks of 
life 
That should be in a Roman, you do want, 
Or else you use not: You look pale, and gaze, 
And put on fear, and cast yourself in wonder, 
To see the strange impatience of the heavens; 
But if you would consider the true cause, 
Why all these fires, why all these gliding ghosts, 
Why birds, and beasts, from quality and kind; 
Why old men fools, and children calculate; 
Why all these things change, from their or- 
2 Ainan ce, | 
Their natures, and pre-formed faculties, 
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To monstrous quality; why, you shall find, 
That heaven hath infus'd them with these spirits, 
To make them instruments of fear, and, warning, 
Unto some monstrous state. Now could I, 
Casca, 
Name to thee a man most like this dreadful night; 
That thunde:s, lightens, opens graves, and roars 
As doth the lion in the Capitol: | 
A man no mightier than thyself, or me, 
ln personal action; yet prodigious grown, 
And fearful, as these strange eruptions are. 
Cascada. Tis Caesar that you mean: Is it not, 
Ca sius? | 
Cas. Let it be who it is: for Romans now 
Have thewes and limbs like to their ancestors; 
But, woe the while! our fathers' minds are dead, 
, And we are govern'd with our mothers” spirits; 
Our yoke and sufferance shew us womanish. 
W Casca. Indeed, they say, the senators to-mor- 
"yy Es 
8 Mean to establish Caesar as a king: 
And he shall wear his crown, by sea, and land, 
In every place, save here in Italy. 
Cas. I know where I will wear this dagger 
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Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten braſs, 
Nor airleſs dungeon, nor strong links of iron, 


Can be retentive to the strength of spitit; 


1 then; | 

f . Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius: 
Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most 
b 3 Strong ; | 
I berein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat: 


* . But life, being weary of these worldly bars, 
, Never Jacks power to dismils itself. 
If I know this, know all the world besides, 
at That part of tyranny, that I do bear, 


I can shake off at pleasure. 
Casca. So can I: 
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So every bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to cancel his captivity. 

Cas. And why sbould Caesar be a tyrant then? 
Poor man! I know, he would not be a wolf, 
But that he sees, the Romans are but sheep: 

He were no lion, were not Romans hinds. 

Those that with haste will make a mighty fire, 
Begin it with weak straws: What trash is Rome, 
bat rubbish, and what offal, when it serves 
For the base matter to illuminate 

So vile a thing as Caesar? But, O, grief! 

Where hast thou led me? J, perhaps, speak this 
Before a willing bondman: then I know 

My answer must be made: But TI am arm'd, 

And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Casca. You speak to Casca: and to such a man, 

That is no fleering tell tale. Hold my hand: 
Be factious for redreſs of all these griefs; 
And I will set this foot of mine as far, 

As who goes farthest. 

Cas. There's a bargain made. 

Now know you, Casca, I have mov'd already 
Some certain of the noblest-minded Romans, 

To undergo, with me, an enterprize 

Of honourable-dangerous consequence; 

And I do know, by this, they stay for me 

In Pompey's porch: Fer now, this fearful night, 
There is no $tir, or walking in the streets; 

And the complexion of the element, 

Is favour'd like the work we have in hand, 
Most bloody, firy, and most terrible. 


Enter C1NnNA. 


Casca. Stand close awhile, for here comes one 
in haste. F, 
Cas. 'Tis Cinna, 1 do know him by his gait; 
He is a friend. — Cinna, where haste you 80? 
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Cin. To find out you; Who's that? Metellus 
Cimber? 98 


Cas. No, it is Casca; one incorporate 
To our attempts. Am [I not staid for, Cinna ? 

Cin. I am glad on't. What a fearful night is 

this ? 
There's two or three of us have seen strange 
Sights. 
Cas. Am I not staid for, Cinna? Tell me. 
Cin. Yes, 
You are. O, Cassius, if you could but win 
The noble Brutus to our party — 
Gas. Be you content; Good Cinna, take this 
paper, 
And look you lay it in the praetor's chair, 
\Vhere Brutus may but find it; and throw this 
Ii at his window: set this up with wax 
pon old Brutus! statue: all this done, 
Repair to Pompey's porch, where you shall find 
us. 
Is Decius Brutus, and Trebonius, there? 

Cir, All but Metellus Cimber; and be's gone 
Jo seek you at your house. Well, I will hie, 
And so bestow these papers as you bade me. 

Cas. That done, repair to Pompey's theatre. 

| [ Exit CixxA. 
Come, Casca, you and T will, yet, ere day, 
See Brutus at bis house: three parts of him 
Js ours already; and the man entire, 
Upon the next encounter, yields bim ours. 
Casca. O, he sits bigh in all the people's 
| heart's : 
And that, which would appear offence in us, 
His countenance, like richest alchymy, 
Will change to virtue, and to worthineſs. - _ 
Cas. Him, and his worth, and our great need 
Wy of bim, 
You bave right well conceited. Jet us go, 
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For it is after midnight; and, cre day, 
We will awake him, and be sure of him. 


[Exeunt, 


1 rn S$SOCENE TL 


The same. Brutus's Orchard. 


Enter BRUrus. 


Bru. What, Lucius! ho! — 
T cannot, by the progreſs of the stars, 
Give guels how near to day. -= Lucius, I say! — 
J would it were my fault to sleep so soundly. — 
When, Lucius, when? Awake, I say: What 


Lucius ! 


Enter L'vcirvs. 


Luc. Call'd you, my lord? | 
Bru. Get me a taper in my study, Lucius: 
When it is lighted, come and call me here. 


Luc. I will, my lord LE [Exit, 
Bru. Tt must be by his death: and, for my 
part, 


IT know no personal cause to spurn at bim, 

But for the general. He would be crown'd: — 

How that might change his nature, there's the 
question. 

It is the bright day, that brings forth the adder; 

And that craves wary walking. Crown him? — 
That; — 

And then, I grant, we put asting in him, 

That at his will he may do danger with. 
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The abuse of greatneſs is, when it disjoins 

Remorse from power: And, to speak truth of 
Caesar, 

J have not known when his affections sway'd 

That Jowlinels is young ambition's ladder, 

Whereto the climber-upward turns his face: 

But when he once attains the upmost round, 

He then unto the ladder turns his back, 

Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees 

By which he did ascend: So Caesar may; 

Then, lest he may, prevent. And, since the 
quarrel 

Will bear no colour for the thing he is, 

Fashion it thus; that what he is, augmented, 

Would run to these, aud these extremities: 

And therefore think him as a serpent's egg, 

Which, batch'd, would, as his kind, grow mis- 
chievous; 


And kill him in the shell. 


Re-enter Lucius. 


Luc. The taper burneth in your closet, sir. 
Searching the window for a flint, T found 
This paper, thus seal'd up; and, I am sure, 
It did not lie there, when IT went te bed. 

Bru. Get you to bed again, it is not day. 
Is not to-morrow, boy, the ides of March? 

Luc. TI know not, sir. 


Bru. Look in the kalendar, and bring me word. 
Luc. I will, sir. [Exit. 


Bru. The exbalations, whizzing in the air, 


| Give so much light, that I may read by them. 


, * 
[ Opens the letter, and reads. 


Brutus, thou sleep'st; awake, and see thyself. 
Shall Rome — Speak, strike, redreſs ! | 
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Brutus, thou sleep'st; awake, — 

Such instigations have been often dropp'd 

Where I have took them up. 

Shall Rome — Thus must I piece it out; | 

Shall Rome stand under one man's awe? What! 

Rome? | 

My ancestors did from the streets of Rome 

The Tarquin drive, when he was call'd a king. 

Speak, strike, redreſs! — Am ] entreated then 

To speak, and strike? O Rome! I make thee 
| promise, 

If the redreſs will follow, thou receivest 

Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus! 


Re-enter Loos. , 


Luc. Sir, March is wasted fourteen days. 
[ Knock within, 


Bru. *Tis good. Go to the gate; somebody 
knocks. [Exit Lucius, 


Since Cassius first did whet me against Caesar, 
I have not slept. 

Between the acting of a dreadful thing 

And the first motion, all the interim is 

Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream: 

The genius, and tbe mortal instruments, 

Are then in council; and the state of a man, 
Like to a little kingdom, suffers then 

The nature of an insurrection. 


Re-enter Lu orvus. 


Luc. Sir, *tis your brother Cassius at the door, 
Who doth desire to see you. 

Bru. Is he alone? ED 

Luc. No, sir, there are more with him. 
Bru. Do you know them ? 
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Luc. No, sir; their bats are pluck'd about their 
ears. 
7 And balf their faces bury'd in their cloaks, 
N. That by no means I may discover them 
8 By any mark of favour. | 
Bru. Let them enter. [Exit Lucius, 
They are the faction. O conspiracy! 
Sham'st thou — shew thy dangerous brow by 
night, f 
When evils 5 free? O, then, by day, 
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough, 
To mask thy monstrous visage? Seek none, con- 
| spiracy; | 
Hide it in smiles, and affability: 
For if thou path, thy native semblance on, 
Not Erebus itself were dim enough 
To hide thee from prevention. 


Enter Cass us, Casca, Decivs, CiIx NA, Metellus 
CimBrsr, and TrxEBONIUS, 


Cas. I think, we are too bold upon your rest: 
Good morrow, Brutus; Do we trouble you? 
Bru. I bave pon up this hour; awake, all 
nignt. 
Know I these — that come along with you? 
Cas. Ves, every man of them; and no man 
here, 
But honours you: and every one doth wish, 
> You bad but that opinion of yourself, 
Which every noble Roman bears of you. 
This is Trebonius. 
1 Bru. He is welcome hither. 
1. 8 Cas. This Decius Brutus. 
2 Bru, He is welcome too. 
Cas. This, Casca; this, Cinna; 
And this, Metellus Cimber. 
Bru. They are all welcome. 
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What watchful cares do interpose themselves 
Betwixt your eyes and night? 6 = 
Cas. Shall T entreat a word? [They whisper. 
Dec. Here' lies the east: Doth not the day 
break here? 1 
Casca. No. 
Cin. O, pardon, sir, it doth; and yon grey 
| lines, | ; 
That fret the clouds, are messengers of day. 

Casca. You shall confeſs, that you are both de- 

| ceiv'd. | ” 
Here, as I point my sword, the sun arises; 
Which is a great way | Patron on the south, 
Weighing the youthful season of the year. 
Some two months hence, up higher toward the 

north | 

He first presents bis fire; and the high east 
Stands, as the Capitol, directly here. 

Brv. Give me your hands all over, one by one. 

Cas. And let us swear our resolution. 

Bru, No, not an oath: If not the face of men, 
The sufferance of our souls, the time's abuse, — 
If these be motives weak, break off betimes, 

And every man hence to his idle bed; 

So let bigh-sighted tyranny range on, 

Till each man drop by lottery. But if these, 

As Lam sure they do, bear fire enough 

To kindle cowards, and to steel with valour 
The melting spirits of women; then, countrymen, 
What need we any spur, but our own cause, 
To prick us to redreſs? what other bond, 

Than secret Romans, that have spoke the word, 
And will not palter? and what other oath, 
Than honesty to honesty engag'd, 

That this shall be, or we wall fall for it? 
Swear priests, and cowards, and men cautelous, 
Old feeble carrions, and such suffering souls 
That welcome wrongs; unto bad causes swear 


JULIUS CAESAR. 
Such creatures as men doubt: but do not stain 
The even virtue of our enterprize, 
Nor the insuppressive mettle of our spirits, 
To think, that, or our cause, or our performance, 
Did need an bath; when every drop of blood, 
That every Rouian bears, and nobly bears, 
Is guilty of a several bastardy, _ 
If he do break the smallest particle 
N Of any promise that bath past from him. 
f Cas. ' what of Cicero? Shall we sound him? 
| I think, be will stand very strong with us. 
Casca. Let us not leave him out. 


27 


Cin, No, by no means. 
Met. O, let us have him; for his silver hairs 
a6 | Will purchase us a good opinion, 
And buy men's yoices to commend our deeds: 
It shall be said, his judgment rul'd our hands; 


Our youths, and wildnels, shall no whit appear, 
"Py But all be bury'd in his gravity. : 
Bru. O, name him not; let us not break with 
en, him; 


For he will never follow any thing 
That other men begin. | 
Cas. 'Then leave him out. 
Casca. Indeed, he is not fit. 
Dec. Shall no man else be touch'd, but only 
" Caesar? | 
Cas, Decius, well urg'd: — TI tbink, it is not 
by meet, 
op Mark Antony, so well belov'd of Caesar, 
>» Should out-live Caesar: We sball find of him 
rd, Y A shrewd contriver; and, you know, his means, 
i If he improve them, may well stretch so far, 
As to aunoy us all: which to prevent, 
Let Antony, aud Caesar, fall together. 
Bru. Our course will seem too bloody, Caius 
"yas, 1 i 
To cut the head off, and then hack the limh«; 
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Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards: 
For Antony 1s but a limb of Caesar. 

Let us be sacrificers, but not butchers, Caius. 
We all stand up against the spirit of Caesar; 


Aud in the spirit of men there is no blood: 


O, that we then could come by Caesar's spirit, 
And not dismember Caesar! But, alas, 

Caesar must bleed for it! And, gentle friends, 
Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully; 


Let's carve him as a dish fit for the gods, 


Not hew him as a carcase hit for hounds ; 

And let our hearts, as subtle masters do, 

Stir up their servants to an act of rage, 

And after seem to chide them. This shall make 
Our purpose necessary, and not envious: 
Which so appearing to the common eyes, 

We <hall be call'd purgers, not murderers, 


And for Mark Antony, think not of him; 


For he can do no more than Caesar's arm, 


: When Cae-ar's head is off. 


Cas. Yet | fear him: 
For in the ingrafted love he bears to Caesar, — 
Bru. Alas, good Cassius, do not think of him: 
If he love Caesar, all that he can do 
Is to himself; take thought, and die for Caesar: 


And that were much he sbould; for he is given 


To sports, to wildneſs, and much company. 
Treb. There is no fear in him; let bim not die; 
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. 
[ Clock strikes. 
Bru. Peace, count the clock. | 
Cas. The clock hath stricken three. 
Treb. Tis time to part. 
Cas. But it is doubtful yet, 
\Vhe'r Caesar will come forth to-day, or no: 
or he is superstitious grown of late; 
uite from the main opinion he held once 
Of fantasy, of dreams, and ceremonies: 
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It may be, these apparent prodigies, 
The unaccustom'd terrour of this night, 
And the persuasion of his augurers, 
May hold him from the Capitol to-day, 
Dec. Never fear that: If he be 80 resolv'd, 
I can o'ersway bim: for he loves to hear, 
That unicorns may be betray'd with trees, 
And bears with glasses, elephants with holes, 
Lions with toils, and men with flatterers : 
But, when I tell bim, he hates flatterers, 
He say>, he does; being then most flattered, 
Let me work: 5 | 
For I can give his humour the true bent; 
And I will bring him to the Capitol: 
Cas. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch 
him. my 
| Bru. By the eighth hour: Is that the ntter- 
mos! ? ; 
Cin. Be that the uttermost, and fail not then. 
Met. Caius Ligarius doth bear Caesar bard, 
Who rated him for speaking well of Pompey; 
I wonder, none of you have thought of him. 
Bru. Now, good Metellus, go along by him: 
He loves me well, and 1 have given him reasons 
Send him but bither, and Tl fashion him. 8 
Cas. The morning comes upon us: We'll leave 


3 1 
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lO you, Brutus: — | 
And, friends, disperse yourselves: but all re- 

3 member | 
What you have said, and shew yourselyes true 

So Romans. IT 


ky bet 


Bru. Good gentlemen, look fresh and merrily; 
Let not our looks put on our purposes; 
But bear it as our Roman actors do, 
With untir'd spirits, and formal constancy : 
And 80, good-morrow to you every one. 
[Exeunt all but Brutus, 


Boy! Lucius! — Fast asleep? It is no matter; 
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Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber: 
Thon hast no figures, nor no fantasies, 
Which busy care draws in the brains of men; 
Therefore thou sleep'st so sound. 


Enter PoRT14. 


Por. Brutus, my lord! 
Bru. Portia, what mean you? Wherefore rise 
you now ? | 
Tt is not for your health, thus to commit 
Your weak condition to the raw cold morning, 
Por. Nor for yours neither. You have ungent- 
ly, Brutus, 
Stole from my bed: And yesternight, at supper, 
You suddenly arose, and walk'd * | 
Musipg, and sighing, with your arms acroſs : 
And when I ask'd you what the matter was, 
You star'd upon me with ungentle looks: 
I urg'd you 2 then you scratch'd your 
ead, 
And too impatiently stamp'd with your foot: 
Yet I insisted, yet you answer'd not; 
But, with an angry wafture of your hand, 
Gave sign for me to leave you: So I did; 
Fearing to strengthen that impatience, 
Which seem'd too much enkindled; and, withal, 
Hoping it was but an effect of humour, 
Which sometime hath his hour with every man. 
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep; 
And, could it work 80 much upon your shape, 
As it hath much prevail'd on your condition, 
I should not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord, 
Make me acquainted with your cause of grief.- 
Bru. I am not well in health, and that is all. 
Por. Brutus is wise, and, were he not in health, 
He would embrace the means to come by it. 
Bru. Why, so I do; — Good Portia, go to bed. 


Por. Is Brutus sick? and is it physical 
To walk unbraced, and suck up the humours 
Of the dank morning? What, is Brutus sick; 
And will be steal out of his wholesome bed, 
To dare the vile contagzon of the night? 
And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air 
To add unto his sicknels? No, my Brutus; _ 
You have some sick offence within your mind, 
Which, by the right and virtue of my place, 
I ovght to know of: And, upon my knees, 
I charm you, by my once commended beauty, 
By all your vows of love, and that great vow 
Which did incorporate and make us one. 
That you unfold to me, yourself, your half, 
Why you are heavy: and what men to-night 
Have had resort to you: for here have been 
Some six or seven, who did hide their faces 
Even from darknels. 
Bru. Kneel not, geutle Portia, 
Por. I should not need, if you were gentle 
Brutus. 
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, 
Is it excepted, I should kyow no secrets 
That appertain to you? Am I yourself, 
But, as it were, in sort, or limitation; 
To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed, 
And talk to you sometimes? Dwell I but in the 
suburbs | 
Of your good pleasure? If it be no more, 
Portia is Brutus? harlot, not his wife. 
i Bru. You are my true and honourable wife; 
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops 
-—— That visit my sad heart. 
Por. If this were true, then should I know 
this secret. 134 ; 
I grant, 1 am a woman; but, withal, 
A woman that lord Brutus took to wife: 
I grant, I am a woman; but, withal,, , 
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A woman well-reputed; Cato's daughter. 
Think you, I am no stronger than my sex, 
Being so father'd, and so husbanded? 
Tell me your counsels, I will not disclose them: 
I have made strong proof of my constancy, 
Giving myself a voluntary wound 
Here, in the thigh: Can I bear that with pa- 
| tience, 

And not my husband's secrets? 

Bru. O ye gods, | 
Render me worthy of this noble wife! 

_ [Knocking within. 

Hark, hark! one knocks: Portia, go in a while; 
And by and by thy bosom shall partake 
The secrets of my heart. 
All my engagements I will construe to thee, 
All the charactery of my sad brows: — 
Leave me with haste. [Exit Pon IA. 


Enter Lucrus, and LiGARIVUs. 


Lucius, who is that, knocks ? 


Luc. Here is a sick man, that would s8peak 


with you. 
Bru, Caius Ligarius, that Metellus spake of. — 
Boy, staud aside. — Caius Ligarius!. how? 
- -Lig. Vouchsafe good morrow from a feeble 
rongue. 
Bru. O, what a time have you chose out, brave 
Caius, 
To wear a kerchief? Would you were not sick! 
Lig. Jam not sick, if Brutus have in hand 
Any exploit wosthy the name of honour, 4 
Bru. Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius, 
Had you a bealthful ear to hear of it. 
Lig. By all the gods that Romans bow before, 
T here discard my sickneſs. Soul of Rome! 
Brave son, deriv'd from honourable loins! 


Thou, 


JULIUS CAESAR. 35 


2 Thou, like an exorcist, hast conjur'd up 
bi My mortified spirit. Now bid me run, 
And I will strive with things impossible; 
Yea, get the better of them. What's to do? 
Bru, A piece of work, that will make sick men 
whole. | | 
Lig. But are not some whole, that we must 
make sick? | 
Bru. That must we also. What it is, my 
Caius, | 
T sball unfold to thee, as we are going 
To whom it must be done. 
Lis. Set on your foot; 
And, with a heart new-fir'd, T follow you, 
To do I know not what: but it suſficeth, 
That Brutus leads me on. 
Bru. Follow me then. LExeunt. 


SCENE II. 
The ame. A Room in Caesar's Palace. 


Thunder and lightning. Enter CAxsax, in his Night- 
& OWN, 
© 


Caes, Nor heaven, nor earth, have been at peace 
| tonight: 
Thrice hath Calphurnia in ber sleep cry'd out, 
Help, ho! They murder Caesar. Who's within? 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. My lord? 


Caes. Go bid the priests do present sacriſice, 
And bring me their opinions of succeſs. 
Serv. I will, my lord. LExit. 
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Enter CArLr nun RN IA. 


Cal. What mean you, Caesar? Think you to 
walk forth ? | ee 

You sball not stir out of your house to-day. 
Caes. Caesar shall forth: The things, that 
threaten'd me, 


Neer look'd but on my back; when they shall 
see | 8 
The face of Caesar, they are vanished. 
Cal. Caesar, I never stood on ceremonies, 
Yet now they fright me. There is one within, 
Besides the things that we have heard and seen, 
Recounts most horrid sights seen by the watch. 
A lioneſs bath whelped in the streets; 
And graves 2 yawn'd, and yielded up their 
ead: 
Fierce firy warriors fight upon the clouds, 
In ranks, and squadrons, and right form of war, 
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol: 
The noise of battle hurtled in the air, 
Horses did neigh, and dying men did groan; 
And ghosts did shriek, and squeal about the 
streets. 
O Caesar! these things are beyond all use, 
And I do fear them. 
Caes. What can be avoided, 
Whose end is purpos'd by the mighty gods? 
Yet Caesar shall go forth: for these predictions 
Are to the world in general, as to Caesar. , 
Cal. When beggars die, there are no comets 
seen; 


The heavens themselves blaze forth the death of 


rinces, 

Caes. Cowards die many times before their 
deaths; | 

The valiant never taste of death but once. 

Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 
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It seems to me most strange that men should fear; 
Seeing that death, a necessary end, 
Will come, when it will come. 


Re-enter a Servant. 


What say the augurers ? 
Serv. They would not baye you to stir forth 
to-day. 
Plucking the entrails of an offering forth, 
They could not find a heart within the beast. 
Caes. The gods do this in shame of cowardice: 
Caesar sbould be a beast without a heart, 
If he should stay at home to-day for fear. 
No. Caesar $shall not: Danger knows full well, 
That Caesar is more dangerous than he. | 
We are two lions litter'd in one day, 
And I the elder and more terrible; 
And Caesar sball go forth. 
Cal. Alas, my lord, 
Your wisdom in consum'd in confidence. 
Do not go forth to-day: Call it my fear, 
That keeps you in the house, and not your own. 
We'll send Mark Antony to the senate-house; 
And he shall say, you are not well to-day : 
Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this, 
Caes. Mark Antony sball say, I am not well; 
And, for thy humour, I will stay at home. 


Enter Dzcivs. 


Here's Decius Brutus, he shall tell them so. 


Dec. Caesar, all hail! Good morrow, worthy 
Caesar: | 


I come to fetch you to the senate-house. 


To bear my greeting to the senators, 
And tell them, that I will not come to-day ß 
C a 


Caes. And you are come in very bappy time, | 


- 3b JULIUS CAESAR. 


Cannot, is false; and that I dare not, falser; 
I will not come to-day : Tell them so, Decius. 
Cal. Sav, he is sick. | 
Caes. Shall Caesar send a lye? 
Have I in conquest streich'd mine arm so far, 
To be afeard to tell grey-beards the truth ? — 
Decius, go tel] them, Caesar will not come. 
Dec. Most mighty Caesar, let me know some 
cause, 
Lest I be laugh'd at, when I tell them so. 
Caes. The cause is in my will, Iwill not come; 
That is enough to satisfy the senate. 
But, for your private satisfaction, 
Because I }ove you, I will let you know. 
Calphurnia here, my wife, stays me at home; 
She dreamt to-night she saw my statue, which 
Like a fountain, with a hundred spouts, 
Did run pure blood; and many lusty Romans 
Came smiling, and did bathe their hands in it. 
And these does she apply for warnings, and por- 
tents, | 
And evils imminent; and on her knee 
Hath begg'd, that I will stay at home to-day. 
Dec. This dream is all amiſs interpreted; 
It was a vision, fair and fortunate: 
Your statue spouting blood in many pipes, 
In which so many smiling Romans bath'd, 
Signifies, that from you great Rome shall suck 
Reviving blood; and that great men shall preſs 
For tinctures, stains, relicks, and cognisauce. 
This by Calphurnia's dream is signify'd. 
Caes. And this way bave you well expounded 
: it. 
Dec. I have, when you have heard what I can 
Sa 7 : | DE 
And know it — 'The senate have concluded 
To give, this day, a crown to mighty Caesar. 
If you shall send them word, you will not come, 
s 5 
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Their minds may change. Besides, it were a 
mock | 

Apt to be render'd, for some one to say, 

Break up the Senate till another time, 

IT hen Cacsar's wife gal meet with better dreams, 

If Caesar hide himself, shall they not Whisper, 

Lo, Caesar is afraid? 

Pardon me, Caesar; for my dear, dear love 

To your proceeding bids me tell you this; 

And reason to my love is liable. 7 

Caes. How foolish do your fears seem now, 

Calphurnia ? 

T am ashamed I did yield to them, — 

Give me my robe, for | will go: — 


Enter Pontus, Bnurus, Lrcantrs, Mrrrl.Lus, 
Casca, Trrroxiuvs, and CI x RA. 


And look where Publius is come to fetch me. 
Pub. Good morrow, Caesar. 
Caes, Welcome, Publius. — 
What, Brutus, are you 8tirr'd so early too? — 
Good-morrow, Casca. — Caius Ligarins, 
Caesar was ne'er so much your enemy, 


As that same ague which bath made you lean, — 
Vhat is't o'clock ? 


Bru. Caesar, tis stricken eight. 
Caes, I thank you for your pains and courtesy. 


Enter AN TOR x. 


See! Antony, that revels long o'nights, 
Is notwithstanding up: — Good morrow, Antony. 
| Ant. So to most noble Caesar. 
Caes. Bid them prepare within: — 
I am to blame to be thus waited for. — 
Now, Cinna: — Now, Metellus: — What, Tre- 
Donius ! 
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J have an hour's talk in store for you; 
Remember that you call on me to-day: 
Be near me, that | may rememler you. 
Treb. Caesar, I will: — and so near will I be, 


[Aside. 
That your best friends shall wish I had been 
förther. 
Caes. Good friends, go in, and taste some wine 
With me; | 
And we, like friends, will straightway go toge- 
ther. 


Bru. That every like is not the same, O Caesar, 
The heart of Brutus yearns to think upon! 


[Exeunt. 
SCENE III. 


The ame. A street near the Capitol. 


Enter ArTEMIDORUS, reading a paper. 


Art. Caesar, beware of Brutus; take heed of 
Cassius; come not near Casca; have an eye to 
Cinna; trust not Trebonins; mark well Metellus 
Cimber; Decius Brutus loves thee not; thou hast 
wrong'd Caius Ligatius. There is but one mind 
in all these men, and it is bent against Caesar. 1 
thou be'st not immortal, look about you: Securit 
gives way to conspiracy. The mighty gods defend 
thee! Thy lover, Artemidorus. 
Here will I stand, till Caesar paſs along, 
And as a uitor will I give him this. 

My heart laments, that virtue cannot live 


Out of the teeth of emulation. 


\ 


If thou read this, O Ca-sar, thou may'st live; ; 
If not, the fates with traitors do contrive. [ Exit. 


* 
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SCENE IV. 


The same. Another part of the same street, be- 
fore the house of Brutus. 


Enter PoR TIA, and Lucius, 


Por. I pr'ythee, boy, run to the senate-house; 
Stay not to answer me, but get thee gone: 
Why dost thou stay? 
Luc. To know my errand, madam. 
Por. I would have had thee there, and here 
again, 
Ere I can tell thee what thou should'st do 
there, — 
O constancy, be strong upon my side! 
Set a huge mountain *tween my heart and 
tongue! 
T have a man's mind, but a woman's might. 
How hard it is for women to keep counsel! — 
Art thou here yet? 
Luc. Madam, what should I do? 
Run to the Capitol, and nothing else? 
And so return to you, and nothing else? 
Por. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord look 
well, | 
For he went sickly forth: And take good note, 
What Caesar doth, what suitors preſs to him. 
Hark, boy! what noise is that ? 
Luc. I hear none, madam. 
Por. Pr'ythee, listen well: 
J heard a bustling rumour, like a fray, 
And the wind brings it from the Capitol, 
Luc. Sooth, madam, I hear nothing. 


Enter Soothsayer. 


Por. Come hither, fellow: Which way hast 
thou been? | 
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Sooth. At mine own house, good lady. 
Por. What is't o' clock? 
Sooth. About the ninth hour, lady. 
Por. Is Caesar yet gone to the Capitol? 
Sooth. Madam, not yet; I go to take my stand, 
To see him pals on to the Capitol. 
Por. Thou hast some suit to Caesar, hast thou 
not? 
Sooth. That I have, lady: if it will please 
Caesar 
To be so good to Csesar, as to hear me, 
I shall beseech him to befriend bimself. 
Por. Why, know'st thou any barm's intended 
towards him ? 
Sooth. None that I know will be, much that I 
fear may chance. 
Good morrow to you. Here the street is narrow: 
The throng that follows Caesar at the heels, 
Of senators, of praetors, common suitors, 
Will crowd a feeble man almost to death: 
I' get me to a place more void, and there 
Speak to great Caesar as he comes along. [Exit. 


Por. I must go in, — Ah me! how weak a 
thin | 
The heart of woman is! 0 Brutus! 
The heavens speed thee in thine enterpr ize! 
Sure, the boy Lace me: — Brutus hath a suit, ” 
Los 4 Fabia will not grant. — O, I grow faint ; = 
n, Lucius, and commend me to my lord; \ 
= I am merry: come to me again, 
And bring me word what he doth say to thee. 
- | rn 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
The same. The Capitol; the Senate sitting. 


A crowd of people in the street leading to the Capitol: 
among them AnTEMIDoRUs, and the Soothsayer, 
Flourish. Enter CAEsAR, BRUrus, CAssivs, Casca, 
Dctus, MzrrLLus, TREHONIUS, CIN NA, Antony, 
Lzripus, Porilivus, PuBLivus, and Others. 


Caes. The ides of March are come. 

Sooth. Ay, Caesar; but not gone. 

Art. Hail, Caesar! Read this schedule. 

Dec. Trebonius doth desire you to o'er-read, 
At your best leisure, this his humble suit. 

Art. O, Caesar, read mine first; for mine's a 


Suit | 
That touches Caesar nearer: Read it, great 
Caesar. | 
Caes. What touches us ourself, shall be last 
serv'd. 


Art. Delay not, Caesar; read it instantly. 
Caes, What, is the fellow mad? 
Pub, Sirrah, give place. 
Cas, What, urge you your petitions in the 
street? 
ome to the Capitol. 
Caesar enters the Capitol, the rest following. 


C2 


Wh All the Senators rise. 

55 Pop. T wisb, your enterprize to-day may tbrive. 
17 5 Cas. What enterprize, Popilius ? 

1 Pop. Fare you well. [advances to Caesar. 
1 
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Bru. What ssid Popilius Lena ? 
Cas. He wish'd, to-day our eaterprize might 
thrive. 
I fear, out purpose is discovered. 
Lru. Look, how he makes to Caesar: Mark 
him. | 
Cas. Casca, be sudden, for we fear preven- 
| tion, — | 
Brutus, what shall be done? Tf this be known, 
Cassius or Caesar never shall turn back, 
For I will slay myself. 
Bru. Cassius, be constant: 
Popilius Lena speaks not for our purposes; 
For, look, be smiles, and Caesar doth not change. 
Cas. Trebonius knows his time; for, look you, 
Brutus, | 
He draws Mark Antony out of the way. 
[Freunt AxnToxy and Trerostus. Carsar 
and the Senators take their seats. 
Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber? Let him go, 
And presently prefer bis suit to Caesar. 
Bru. He is addrest: preſs near, and second him. 


Cin. Casca, you ate the Rist that rears your 


hand. 
Caes. Are we all ready? what is now amils, 
That Caesar, and his senate, must redrels ? 
Met. Most high, most mighty, and most puis- 
sant Caesar, 
Metellus Cimber throws before thy seat 
[Kneeling. 
An humble heart: — 
Caes. I must prevent thee, Cimber. 
These couchings, and these Jowly courtesies, 
light fire the blood of ordinary men; 
And turn pre-ordinance, and first decree, 
Tnto the law of children. Be not ford, 
To think that Caesar bears such rebel blood, 


That will be thaw'd from the true quality 
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With that which melteth fools; I mean, sweet 
words, 
Low-crooked curt'sies, and base spaniel fawning. 
Thy brother by decree is banisbed; 
If thou dost bend, and pray, and fawn, for bim, 
1] spurn thee like a cur out of my way. 
Know, Caesar doth, not wrong; nor without 
cause 
Will he be satisfied. 
Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my 
N. own. 
To sound more sweetly in great Caesar's ear, 
For the rep-aling of my banish'd brother ? 
Bru. I kiſs thy hand, but not in flattery, 
Caesar; 
Desiring tbee, that Publius Cimber may 
Have an immediate freedom of repeal. 
 Caes What, Brutus! 
Cas. Pardon, Caesar; Caesar, pardon ; 
As low as to thy foot doth Cassius fall. 
To beg enfranchisement for Publius Cimber. 
Caes. I could be well moy'd, if I were as you; 
Tf T could pray to move, prayers would move me; 
But I am constant as tbe northern star, 
Of whose true-fix'd, and resting quality, 
| There is no fellow in the firmament. 
The skies are painted with unnumber'd sparks, 
They are all fire, and every one doth shine; 
But there's but one in all doth hold his place: 
So, in the world; *Tis furnish'd well with men, 
And men are flesh and blood, and apprchensive; 
Yet, in the number, T do know but one 
That unas+sailable bolds on his rank, 
Uushak'd of motion: and, that Jam he, 
Let me a little shew it, even in this; 
That I was constant Cimber should be banisb'd, 
And constant do remain to keep him so. 
Cin. O Caesar, — 
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Cacs. Hence! Wilt thou lift up Olympus ? 
Dec. Great Caesar, — 
Caes. Doth not Brutus bootleſs kneel ? 

Cazca. Speak, bands, for me. 
[Casca stabs Caesar in the neck. Caesar catekes 
hold of his arm. He is then stabb d by se- 
veral other congrats, 2 at last by 

Marcus Brutus. 


Caes. Et tu, Brute: — Then fall, Caesar. 


[ Dies. The senators and people retire in cons 
ſusion. 


Cin. Liberty! Freedom! 8 is dead! — 
Ru: hence, proclaim, cry it about the streets. 

Cas. Some to the common pulpits, aud cry out, 
Liberty, freedom, and enfranchisement . 

Bru. People, and senators! be not affrighted; 
Fly not; staud still: — ambition's dept 1 is paid. 

Casca. Go to the pulpit, Brutus. 

Dec. And Cassius too. 

Bru. Where's Publius ? 

Cin. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny. 

Met. Stand ſast together, lest some friend of 

: Caesar's 
Should chance — 

Bru. Talk not of standing; — Publius, good 

cheer; 

There is no harm intented to your person, 
Nor to no Roman else: so tell them, Publius. 

Cas. And leave us, Publius; lest that the 

people, 

Rushing on us, should do your age some mischief. 

Bru. Do so; — and let no man abide this deed, 
But we the doers. | 


Re-enter TxznoNniv 8. 


Cas. Where is Antony? 
Tre. Fled to his house amaz'd: 


y * 
= 


Men, wives, and children, stare, cry out, and 
run, 
As it were doomsday. . 42) 

Bru. Fates! we will know your pleasures:— 
That we $shall die, we know; tis but the time, 
And drawing days out, that men stand upon. 

Cas. Why, he that cuts off twenty years of 

4 Re, 5280 
Cuts off so many years of fearing death. 

Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit: 
So are we Caesar's friends, that bave abridg'd 
His time of fearing death. — Stoop, Romans, 

$t00P, 
And let us bathe our hands in Caesar's blood 
Up to the elbows, and besmear our swords : 
Then walk we forth, even to the market-place; 
And, waving our red weapons o'er our heads, 
Let's all cry, Peace! Freedom! and Liberty! 

Cas. Stoop then, and wash. — How many 
ages hence, 

Shall this our Jofty scene be acted over, 
In states unborn, and accents yet unknown? 

Bru. How many times shall Caesar bleed in 

sport, 7 
That now on Pompey's basis lies along, 
No worthier than the dust? 

Cas. So oft as that shall be, 

So often shall the knot of us be call'd 
The men that gave our country liberty. 

Dec. What, shall we forth? 

Cas. Ay, every man away: 

Brutus shall lead; and we will grace his heels 
With the most boldest aud best | of Rome. 


Enter a Seryant. 


Bru. Soft, who comes here? A friend of An- 
tony's, | 
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Serv. Thus, Brutus, did my master bid me 
kneel; 
Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down; 
Aud, being prostrate, thus he bade me say. 
Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest; 
Caesar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving: 
Say, I love Brutus, and I honour him; 
Say, I angles» honour'd him, and lov'd 
iin. | 
Tf Brutus will vouchsafe, that Antony 
May safely come to him, and be resoly'd 
How Caesar hath deserv'd to lie in death, 
Mark Antony shall not love Caesar dead 
So well as Brutus living; but will follow 
The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus, 
Thorough the hazards of this untrod state, 
With all true faith. So says my master Antony. 
Bru, Thy master is a wise and valiant Roman; 
I never thought him worse. 
Tell him, so please him come unto this place, 
He sball be satisfied; and, by my honour, 
Depart untouch'd. 
Serv, III fetch him presently. [Fxit Servant, 


Bru. I know, that we shall have him well to 
friend. 
Cas, I wish, we may: but yet have IT a mind, 
That fears him much; and my misgiving still 
Falls shrewdly to the purpose, 


Re-enter ANTONY. 


Bru. But here comes Antony. — Welcome, 
Mark Antony. - | 
Ant. O mighty Caesar! Dost thou lie so low? 
Are all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils, 
Shrunk to this little measure? — Fare thee 
| well. — 
I know not, gentlemen, what you intend, 


3 
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Who else must be let blood, who else is trank: 

If 1 myself, tbere is no hour so fit 5 

As Caesar's death's hour; nor no instrument 

Of half that worth, as those your swords, made 
aa a. nb 2 

With the most noble blood of all this world. 

I do beseech ye, if you bear me hard, 

Now, Whilst your purpled hands do reek and 

smoke, | 
Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand years, 
I shall not find myself so apt, to die: 


No place will please me so, no mean of death, 


As here by Caesar, and by you cut off, | 
The choice and master spirits of this age. 

Bru. O Antony! beg not your death of us. 
Though now we must appear bloody and cruel, 
As, by our hands, and this our present act, 

You see we do; yet see you but our bands, 

And this the bleeding businels they have dons: 

Our hearts you see not, they are pitifu] ; 

And pity to the general wrong of Rome 

(As fire drives out fire, so pity, pity,) 

Hath done this deed on Caesar. For your part, 

To you our swords have leaden points, Mark An- 
_ tony: | 

Our arms, in strength of malice, and our hearts, 

Of brothers' temper, do receive you in G 

With all kind love, good tboughts, and reverence. 

Cas. Vour voice shall be as strong as any man's, 
In the disposing of new dignities. _ 

Bru. Only be patient, till we have appeas'd 

The multitude, beside themselves with fear, 
And then we will deliver you the cause, 1 
Why 1, that did love Caesar when I struck him, 
Have thus proceeded. | X 2 

Ant. I doubt not of your wisdom. 

Let each man render me his bloody hand: 
First, Marcus Brutus, will L shake with you; — 
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Next, Caius Cassius, do I take your hand; — 

Now, Decius Brutus, yours; — now yours, Me- 
tellus; 

Yours, Cinns! ü — and; my valiant Cases, yours AS 

Though last, not least in love, yours, good Tre- 
bonius. 

Gentlemen all, —"alas! what shall IT say? 

My credit now stands on such slippery ground, 

That one of two bad ways you must conceit me, 

Either a coward, or a flatterer. — © 

That I did love 'thes;! Caesar, O, 'tis true: 

If chen thy spirit look upon us now, 

Shall it not grieve tbee, dearer than thy death, 

To see thy Antony making his peace, | 

Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes, | 

 Most noble! in the presence of thy corse? 

Had I as many eyes as thou hast wounds, 

Weeping as fast as they stream forth thy blood, 

It wonld become me better, than to close 

In terms of friendsbip with thine enemies. 

Pardon me, Julins! — Here wast thou bay'd, 
brave hart; 

Here didst thou fall; and here thy hunters stand, 

Sign'd in thy spoil, and crimson'd in thy lethe. 

O world! thou wast the forest to this hart; 

And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thes. — 

How like a deer, stricken by many princes, 

Dost thou here lie? 

Cas. Maik Antony, — 
Ant. Pardon me, Caius Cassius: 

The enemies of Caesar sbal] say this; 

Then, in a friend, it is cold modesty. 

Cas. I blame you not for praising Caesar 80; 
But what compact mean you to have with us? 
Will you be prick'd in number of our friends; 
Or sball we on, and not depend on you? 

Ant. Therefore I took your hands; but was, 

_ indeed, 
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Sway'd from the point, by looking down on 
Caesar · 


Friends am I with you all, and love you all; 
Upon this hope, that you l shall give me reasons, 
Why, and wherein, Caesar was dangerous. 
Bru. Or else were this a savage spectacle: 
Our reasons are so full of good regard, 
That were you, Antony, the son of Caesar, 
You should be satisfied. 
Ant. That's all I seek: 
And am moreover suitor, that I may 
Produce his body to the market-place; 
And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend, 
Speak in the order of his funeral. 
Bru. You shall, Mark Antony. 
Cas. Brutus, a word with you. — 
You know not whai you do; Do not consent, 


| [ Aside. 

That Antony speak in his funeral: 

Know you how much the people may be moy'd 

By tbat which he will utter? | 
Bru, By your pardon; — 

I will myself into the pulpit first, 

And shew the reason of our Caesar's death: 

What Antony shall speak, I will protest 

Ile speaks by leave and by permission; 

And that we are contented, Caesar shall 

Have all true rites, and lawful ceremonies. 

It shall advantage more, than do us wrong. 
Cas. I know not what may fall; [I like it not. 
Bru. 1 7 x, here, take you Caesar's 

ody. 

You shall not in your funeral speech blame us, 

But speak all good you can devise of Caesar; 

And say, you do't by our permission; 

Else shall you not have any hand at all 

About his funeral: And you shell speak 

In the same pulpit whereto I ain going, 
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After my speech is ended. 
Ant. Be it so; 
I do desire no more. . 
Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow us. 
FE [ Exeunt all but Antony. 
Ant. O, pardon me, thou bleeding piece of 
earth, 
That T am meek and gentle with these butchers! 
Thou art the ruins of the noblest man, 
That ever lived in the tide of times, 
Woe to the hand that shed this coatly blood! 
Over thy wounds now do I prophesy, — 
Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby 
lips, | 
To bep the 3 and utterance of my tongue; — 
A curse sball light upon the limbs of men; 
Domestick fury, and fierce civil strife, 
Shall cumber all the parts of Italy: 
Blood and destruction shall be so in use, 
And dreadful objects so familiar, 
That mothers shall but smile, when they behold 
Their infants quarter'd with the hands of war; 
All pity chok'd with custom of fell deeds: 
And Caesar's spirit, ranging for revenge, 
With Ate by his side, come hot from hel], 
Shall in these conhnes, with a monarch's voice, 
Cry Havock, and Jet slip the dogs of war; 
That this foul deed shall smell above the earth 
With carrion men, groaning for burial. 


Enter a Servant, 


You serve Octavius Caesar, do you not? 
Serv. I do, Mark Antony. | 
Ant. Caesar did write for him, to come to 
Rome. | 
Serv. He did receive his letters, and is com- 
ing: | 
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And bid me say to you by word of mouth, — 
O Cacsar! — [Seeing the body. 


Ant. Thy heart is big; get thee apart and 
| weep. 
Passion, I see, is catching; for mine eyes, 
Seeing those beads of sorrow stand in thine, 
Began to water. Is thy master coming? 


Serv. He lies to-night within seven leagues 
of Rome. 
Ant. Post back with speed, and tell him what 
hath chanc'd : 
Here is a mournivg Rome, a dangerous Rome, 


No Rome of safety for Octavius yet; 


Hie hence, and tell him so. Yet, stay a while; 

Thou shalt not back, till I have borne this 
corse 

Into the market-place: there shall T try, 

In my oration, how. the people take 

The cruel issue of these bloody men; 

According to the which, thou shalt discourse 

To young Octayius of the state of things. 

Lend me your hand. 


[Exeunt, with Caesar's body, 


8:0 0-36 


The same, The Forum. 
Enter Bnurus, and Cass1vs, and a throng of Citizens. 


Cit. We will be satisfied; let us be satisfied. 


Bru. Then follow me, and give me audience, 
friends. — D ; 

Cassius, go you into the other street, 
And part the numbers, — 


D 2 
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Those that wh hear me speak, let them stay 
ere; 

Those tbat will follow Cassius, go with bim; 
And publick reasons shall be rendered 
Of Caesar's death. 

1. Cit. I will hear Brutus speak. 

2. Cit. I will hear Cassius; and compare their 

reasons, 
When severally we hear them rendered. 
[Exit CAsstus, with some of the Citizens. 
Brvrvs goes into the rost um. 

5. Cit. The noble Brutus is ascended: Silence! 

Bru. Be patient till the last. 
Romans, countrymen, and lovers! hear me for 
my cause; and be siJent, that you may hear: be- 
heve me for mine honour; and have respect to 
mine honour, that you may believe: censnre me 
in your wisdom; and awake your senses, tbat you 
may the better judge. If there be any in this as- 
sembly, any dear friend of Caezar's, to him I say, 
that Brutus' love to Cacsar was no lels than his. 
If then that friend demand, why Brutus rose 
against Caesar, this is my answer, —- Not that I 
loved Caesar leſs, but that I loved Rome more. 
Had you rather Caesar were living, and die all 
slaves; than that Caesar were dead, to live all 
free men? As Caesar loved me, | weep for him; 
as he was fortunate, I rejoice at it; as he was 
valiant, I bonour him: but, as he was ambitious, 
I sJew him: There is tears, for his love; joy, for 
his fortune; houovr, for his valour; and death, 
for his ambition. Who is here so base, that would 
be a bond-man? If any, speak; for him have I 
offended. Who is here so rude, that would uot 
be a Roman? If any, speak; for him have I of- 
fended. Who is here so vile, that will not love 
his country? If any, speak; for him have I of- 
fended. 1 pause for a reply. 
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Cit. None, Brutus, none, 
[Several speaking at once, 
Bru. Then none have I offeuded, I have done 
no more to Caesar, than you should do to Brutus, 
The question of his death is enroll'd in the Capi» 
tol: his glory not extenuated, wherein he was 


worthy ; nor his offences eafarced, for which he 
suffer'd death, 


Enter Ax rox, and Others, with Caesar's body. 


Here comes his body, mourn'd by Mark Antony: 
who, though he had no hand in his death, shall 
receive the benefit of his dying, a place in the 
commonwealth; As which of you shall nat? 
With this I depart; That, as I sJew my best lover 
for the good of Rome, I have the same dagger 
for myself, when it shall please my country to 
necd my death. 
Cit. Live, Brutus, live! live! 
1. Cit. Bring him with triumph home unta 
| his house. 
2. Cit. Give him a statue with his ancestors. 
3. Cit. Let him be Caesar. 
4. Cit. Caesar's better parts 
Shall be crown'd in Brutus, 
1. Cit. We'll bring him to his hause with 
sbouts and clamours, 
Bru, Ny countrymen, — 
2. Cit, Peace; silence! Brutus speaks. 
1. Cit. Peace, ho! 
Bru. Good countrymen, let me depart alane, 
Aud, for my sake, stay here with Antony: 
o grace to Caesar's corpse, and grace his 
speech 
Tending to Caesar's glories; which Mark An- 
touy | 
By our permission is allow'd ta make. 
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J do entreat you, not a man depart, 
Save I alone, till Antony have s8poke. Exit. 
1. Cit. Stay, ho! and let us hear Mark An- 
tony. 


3. Cit Let him go up into the publick chair; 
We'll hear him: — Noble Antony, go up. 
Ant. For Brutus' sake, | am beholding to you. 
4. Cit. What does he say of Brutus? 
3. Cit. + says, for Brutus sake, 
He fin is himself bebolding to us all. 
4. Cit. Twere best he speak no barm of Bru- 
tus here. 
1. Cit. This Caesar was a tyrant. 
3. Cit. Nay, tbat's certain: 
We aie blevt, that Rome is rid of him. 
2. Lit. Peace; let us hear what Antony can 
Say. | 
Ant. Yon pentle Romans, — 
Cit. Peace, ho! let us hear him. 
Ant. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me 
your cars; | 
J come to bury Caesar, not to praise him. 
The evil. that men do, lives after them; 
The good is oft interred with their bones; 
So let it be with Caesar! The noble Brutus 
Hath told you, Caesar was. ambitious : 
If it were so, it was a grievous fault; 
And grievously hath Caesar answer'd it. 
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the rest, 
(For Brutus is an honourable man; 
So are they all, all honourable men) 
Come I to speak in Caesar's funeral. 
He was my friend, faithful and just to me: 
But Brutus says, he was ambitious 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 
Whose 1ansoms did the general coffers fill; 
Did this in Caesar seem ambitious ? 
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When that the poor have cry'd, Caesar hath 


Ambition bould t. be made of sterner stuff: 

Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious; 

And Brutus is an honourable man, 

You all did see, that, on the Lupercal, 

I thrice presented him a kingly crown, 

Which he did thrice refuse. Was this ambi- 
tion ? 

Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious; 

And, sure, he is an honourable man, — 

I peak not to disprove what Brutus spoke, 

But here | am to speak what I do know. 

You all did love him once, not without cause: 

What cause withbolds you then to mourn for 


him ? 
O judgment, thou art fled to brutish beasts, 
And men have lost their reason! — Bear with 
me; 


My heart is in the coffin there with Caesar, 
And J must pause till it come back to ine. | 
1. Cit. Methinks, there is much reason in bis 
Sayings. 
2. Cit. If thou consider rightly of the matter, 
Caesar has had great wrong, 
3. Cit. Has be, masters ? 
J fear, there will a worse come in his place, 
4. Cit, Mark'd ye his words? He would not 
take the crown; 
Therefore, 'tis certain, he was not ambitious. 
I. Cit, If it be found so, some will dear 
abide it. 
2. Cit. Poor soul! his eyes are red as fire 
with weeping. : 
3. Cit. There's not a nobler. man in Rome, 
than Antony. : Js 


4. Cit. Now mark him, be begins again to 
speak. 6. 


5 
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Ant. But yesterday the word of Caesar might 
Have stood against the world: now lies he there, 
And none so poor to do him reverence. 

O masters! if I were dispos'd to stir 

Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

I should do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong, 

Who, you all know, are Loanureble men : 

T will not do them wrong; IJ rather choose 

To wrong the dead, to wrong myself, and you, 

Than I will wrong such honourable men. 

But bere's a parchment, with the seal of Caesar, 

I found it in his closet, 'tis his will: 

Let but the commons hear this testament, 

(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read,) 

And they would go and kiſs dead Caesar's 

wounds, 

And dip their vepkins in his sacred blood; 

Yea, beg a hair of him for memory, 

And, dying, mention it within their wills, 

Bequeatbing it, as a rich legacy, 

Unto their issue. 

4. Cit, We'll hear the will: Read it, Mark 

| Antony. 

+ Cit. The will, the will; we will hear Cae- 
sar's will, 

Ant, Have patience, gentle friends, I must not 
2 read it; 

It is not meet you know how Caesar lov'd you. 
You are not wood, you are not stones, but men; 
And, being men, hearing the will of Caesar, 

It will inflame you, it will make you mad: 
"Tis good you know not that you are his beirs; 
For if you should, O, what would come of it! 
4. Cit, Read the will; we will hear it, An- 
OE tony; Ee 

You shall read us, the will; Caesar's will. 

Ant, Will you' be patient? Will you stay a 

while ? 
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I have o'er-shot myself, to tell you of it. 
T fear, T wrong the honourable men, 
Whose daggers have stabb'd Caesar; I do fear 
it, 
4. Cit. They were traitors: Honourable men! 
Cit, The will! the testament! 
2. Cit. They were villains, murderers: The 
will! read the will! 
Ant. You will compel me then to read the 
will ? 
Then make a ring about the corpse of Cacsar, 
And let me shew you him that made the will. 
Shall I descend? And will you give me leave? 
Cit. Come down. | 
2. Cit. Descend. [He comes down from the 
pulpit, | 
3. Cit. You shall have leave. 
4. Cit. A ring; stand round. 
1. Cit. Stand from the hearse, stand from the 
body. | | 


2. Cit. Room for Antony; — most noble An- 
tony. 
Ant. Nay, preſs not so upon me; stand far 
off. 
Cit. Stand back! room! bear back! 
Ant. If you bave tears, prepare to shed them 
now. 
You all do know this mantle: T remember 
The first time ever Caesar put it on; 
"Twas on a summer's evening, in his tent; 
That day he overcame the Nervii: — 
Look! in this place, ran Cassius' dagger through; 
See, what a rent the envious Casca made: 
Through this, the well-beloved Brutus stabb'd 
And, as he pluck'd his cursed steel away, 
Mark how the blood of Caesar follow'd it; 
As rushing out of doors, to be resolv'd 


| N If Brutus so unkindly knock'd, or no; 
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For Brutus, as you know, was Caesat's angel: 
Judge, O you gods, how dearly Cacsar Tov'd 
im! 

This was the most unkindest cut of all: 

For when the noble Caesar saw him stab, 

Jngratitude, more strong than traitors' arms, 

Quite N him: then burst his mighty 
wart; 

And, in his mantle muffling up his face, 

Even at the base of Pompey's statua, 

Which all the while ran blood, great Caesar 
fell. 

O, what a fall was there, my countrymen! 5 

Then J, aud you, and all of us fell down, 

Whilst bloody treason flourish'd over us. 

O, now you weep; and, I perceive, yau feel 

The dint of pity: these are gracious drops. 

Kind souls, what, weep you, when you but 

| behold g 
Our Caesar's vesture wonnded? Look you here! 
Here is bimself, marr'd, as you see, with 

traitors. 

1. Cit. O piteous spectacle! 

2. Cit. O noble Caesar! 

3. Cit. O woeful day! 

4. Cit. O traitors, villains ! 

1. Cit. O most bloody sight! 

2. Cit. We will be reveng'd; revenge; about, 
— seek, — burn, — fire, — kill, — slay! — 
Jet not a traitor live. | 

Ant. Stay, countrymen. 

1. Cit. Peace there: — Hear the noble An- 
tony. | | 

2. Cit. We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we'll 
die with him. 

Ant. Good friends, sweet friends, let me not 

Stir you up | 
To such a sudden flood of mutiny. 
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They, that have done this deed, are honourable; 
What private gtiefs they have, alas, I know 
not, 
That made them do it; they are wise, and ho- 
nourable, | 
And will, no doubt, with reasops answer you. 
1 come not, friends, to steal abs your hearts; 
Jam no orator, as Brutus is: 
But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man, 
That love my friend; and that they know full 
well 
That gave me publick leave to speak of him, 
For I have neither writ, nor words, nor worth, 
Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech, 
To stir men's blood: I only speak right on; 
T tell you that, which you yourselves do know; 
Shew you sweet Caesar wounds, poor, poor 
dumb mouths! 
And bid them speak for me: But were J Brutus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would rultle up your spirits, aud put a tongue 
Ta every wound of Caesar, that should moye 
The $8tones of Rome to rise and mutiny. 
3. Cit. We'll mutiny. 
1. Cit. We'll burn the house of Brutus. 
5. Cit. Away then, come, seek the conspira- 


tors. 

Ant. Yet hear me, countrymen; yet hear me 
speak, : 

Cit. Peace, ho! Hear Antony, most noble An- 
tony. | 


Ant, Why friends, 
not what: | 
Wherein hath Caesar thus deserv'd your loves? 
Alas, you know not: — I must tell you then; — 
You have forgot the will I told you of. 
Cit. Most true; — the will; — let's stay. and 
hear the will. 


you go to do you know 
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Ant. Here is the will, and under Caesar's seal. 
To every Roman citizen be gives, 

To every several man, seventy five drachmas. 

2, Cit. Most noble Caesar! — We'll revenge 

his death, 

3. Cit. O royal Caesar! 

Ant. Hear me with patience, 

Cit. Peace, ho! 

Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks, 
Ilis private arbours, and new-planted orchards, 
On this side Tiber; he bath left them you, 
And to your heirs for ever; common pleasures, 
To walk abroad, and recreate yourselves. 

Here was a Caesar: When comes such another? 
1. Cit. Never, never: — Come, away, away: 
We'll burn his body in the holy place, 

And with the brands fire the traitors' houses. 

Take up the body. 

2. Cit. Go, fetch fire. | 

5. Cit, Pluck down benches. 

4. Cit. Pluck down forms, windows, any 
thing. | 

G [Exeunt Citizens, with the bady. 

Ant. Now let it work: Mischief, thou art 

afoot, i 
Take thou what course thou wilt! — How now, 
tellow ? 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv, Sir, Octayius is already come to Rome, 

Ant. Where is he? 

Serv, He and Lepidus are at Caesar's house. 

Ant. And thither will I straight to visit him: 
He comes upon a wish. Fortune is merry, 
And in this mood will give us any thing, 

Serv. I heard him say, Brutus and Cassius 
Are rid like madmen through the gates of Rome. 
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Ant. Belike, they had some notice of the 
eople, 


How I-bad moy'd them. Bring me to Octavins. 


[Exeun!, 


SCENE III. 


The ame. A Street. 


Enter Cinna the Poet, 


Cin. I dreamt to-night, that I did feast with 
Caesar, 
And things unluckily charge my fantasy: 
J have no will to wander forth of doors, 
Yet something leads me forth. 


Enter Citizens. 


Git. What is your narie ? 

Cit, Whither are you going ? 

Cit, Where do you dwell? 

Cit. Are you a married man, or a bachelor? 
Cit. Answer every man directly. 

Cit, Ay, and briefly, 

Cit. Ay, and wisely. 

. Cit. Ay, and truly, vou were best. 

Cin. What is my name? Whither am I going? 
Where do I dwell? Am I a married man, or a 
bachelor? Then to answer every man directly, 
and briefly, wisely, and truly. Wisely I say, I 


am a bachelor. 
2. Cit. That's as much as to say, they are fools 


rr 


that marry: — You'll bear me a bang for that, I 


fear. Proceed; directly. 


Ci». Directly, Jam going to Caesar's funeral. 
I. Cit. As a friend, or an enemy? 
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Cin. As a friend, | 

2. Cit. That matter is answer'd directly, 

4. Cit. For your dwelling, — briefly. 

Cin. Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol. 

5. Cit. Your name, sir, truly. 

Cin. Truly, my name is Cinna. 

1. Cit. Teer him to pieces, he's a conspirator. 
iſ Cin. I am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the poet. 


— — — — — = > — - _— _ 
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Some to Decius' house, and some to Casca's; some 
to Ligarius'; away; go. LEæeunt. 


4. Cit. Tear him for his bad verses, tear him 
for his bad verses. | 
Cin. I am not Cinna the conspirator. 

11 4. Cit. It is no matter, bis name's Cinna; pluck 
0 - but his name out of his heart, and turn him 
14 going. | | 
c | 3. Cit. Tear him, tear him. Come, brands, ho! 
j | fire- brands. To Brutus', to Cassius'; burn all. 
1 
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ACT IV. SGN I. 


The same. A Room in Antony's house. 


AnTonr, Ocrtavius, and LEripys, Seated at a table. 


Ant. These many then shall die; their names 
are prick'd. 
— Oct. Your brother too must die; Consent you, 
(x Lepidus ? 
it Lep. T do consent. 1 
Oct. Prick him down, Antony. 1 
Lep. Upon condition Publius shall not live, 
Who is your sister's son, Mark Antony. 
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Ant. He shall not live; look, with a spot I 
damn him. 
But, Lepidus, go you to Caesar's house; 
Fetch the will hither, and we shall determine 
How to cut off some charge in legacies. 
Ley. What, $hall I find you bere? 
Oct. Or here, or at the Capitol. [Exit Lze. 
Ant. This is a slight unmeritable man, 
Meet to be sent on errands: Is it fit, 
The three-fold world divided, he should stand 
One of-the three to share it? 
Oct. So you thought bim; 
And took his voice who should be prick'd to 
die, 
In our black sentence and proscription. 
Ant. Octavius, 1 have seen more days than 
you: 
And though we lay these honours on this man, 
To ease ourselves of divers slanderous loads, 
He shall but hear them as the aſs bears gold, 
To groan and sweat under the businels, _ 
Either led or driven, as we point the way; 
And having brovght our treasure where we will, 
Then take we down his load, and turn him off, 


Like to the empty als, to shake his ears, 
And graze in commons. 


Oct. You may do your will; 
But he's a try'd and yaliant soldier. 
Ant. So is my horse, Octavius; and, for that, 
I do appoint him store of provender, 
Tt is a creature that I teach to fight, 
To wind, to stop, to run directly on; 
His corporal motion govern'd by my spirit. 
And, in some taste, is Lepidus but so; 
He must be taught, and train'd, and bid go forth: 
A barren-spirited fellow; one that feeds 
On objects, arts, and imitations; 
Which, out of use, and stal'd by other men, 


64 JULIUS CAESAR, 


Begin his fasbion: Do not talk of him, 

But as a property. And now, Octavius, 

Listen great things. — Brutus and Cassius, 

Are levying powers: we must straight make 
cad: 

Therefore let our alliance be combin'd, 2 

Our best friends made, our means stretch'd to 
the utmost; 

And let us presently go sit in council, 

How covert matters may be best disclos'd, 

And open perils surest answered. 

Oct. Let us do so: for we are at the stake, 

And bay'd about with many enemies; 

And some, that smile, have in their hearts, I 
fear, 

Millions of mischief. [Exeunt. 


S CEN E II. 


Before Brutus' tent, in the camp near Sardis, 


Drum. Enter BuvuTtvus, Lucitivs, Lucius, and Soldiers: 
Tirinius and PiNDARUS meeting them. 


Bru. Stand here. 
Luc. Give the word, ho! and stand. 
Bru. What now. Lucilius? is Cassius near? 
Luc. He is at hand; and Pindarus is come 
To do you salutaiion from his master. 
(Pindarus gives à letter to Brutus. 


Bru. He greets me well. — Your master, Pin- 
darus, 
In his own change, or by ill officers, 
Hath given me »ome worthy cause to wish 
Things done, undone: but, if he be at hand, 
T sball be satisfied. 
Pin, I do not doubt, 
But 
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But that my noble master will appear 
Such as be is, full of regard, and honour, 


Bru. He is not doubted. — A word, Lucilius ; 
How be receiv'd you, let me be resolv'd. 

Luc. With courtesy, and with respect enough; 
But not with such familiar instances, 
Nor with such free and friendly conference, 
As he bath us'd of old. 

Bru. Thou hast describ'd 
A hot friend cooling: Ever note, Lucilius, 
When love begins to sicken and decay, 
It useth an enforced ceremony, 
There are no tricks in plain and simple faith: 
But hollow men, like horses hot at hand, 
Make gallant sbew and promise of their mettle: 
But when they should endure the bloody spur, 
They fall their crests, and, like deceitful] jades, 
Sink in the trial. Comes his army on? 


Luc. They mean this night in Sardis to be 
quarter'd ; | 

The greater part, the horse in general, 

Are come with Cassius. [March within. 


Bru. Hark, he is arriv'd: — 
March gently on to meet him. 


Enter Cass1vs, and Soldiers. 


Cas. Stand, ho! | 

Bru. Stand ho! Speak the word along, 

Within. Stand. 

Within. Stand. 

Within. Stand: 

Cas, Most noble brother, you have done me 

wrong. 

Bru. Judge me, you gods! Wrong I mine 
enemies? | 

And, if not 80, how should I wrong a brother? 
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Cas. Brutus, this sober form of yours hides 
wrongs ; 
And when you do them — 
Bru. Cassius, be content, 
Speak your griefs softly, — I do know you 
well: — 
Before the eyes of both our armies bere, 
Which should perceive nothing but love from 
us, 
Let us not wrangle: Bid them move away; 
Then in my tent, Cassius, enlarge your griefs, 
And I will give you audience. 


Cas. Pindarus, 
Bid our commanders Jead their charges off 
A little from this ground. 


Bru, Lucilius, do you the like; and let no 
man 
Come to our tent, till we have done our con- 
ference. 
Let Lucius and Titinius guard our door. 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Within the tent of Brutus. 
Lucius and Titinius at some distance from it. 


Enter BRurus, and Cass1vus. 


Cas. That you have wrong'd me, doth appear 
| in this: 5 
You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella, 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians; 
Wherein my letters, praying on his side, 
Because I knew. the man, were slighted off. 
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Bru. You wrong'd yourself, to write in such 
a case. 
Cas. In such a time as this, it is not meet 
That every nice offence should bear his com- 
; ment, | 
Bru. Let me tell you, Cassius, you yourself 
Are much condemn'd to have an itching palm; 
\ To sell and mart your offices for gold, 
To undeservers. 
Cas. I an itching palm? 
You know, that you ate Brutus that speak this, 
Or, by the gods, this speech were else your 


last. 
Bru, The name of Cassius honours this cor- 
ru tion, n 
And chastisement doth therefore hide his head. 
J | Cas. Chasti-ement! 


Bru. Remember March, the ides of March 
remember! 

Did not great Julius bleed for justice' sake? 

What villain touch'd bis body, that did stab, 

. And not for justice? What, shall one of us, 
That struck the foremost man of all this world, 
But for supporting robbers; shall we now 
Contaminate our fingers with base bribes ? 

And sell the mighty space of our large honours, 
For so much trash, as may be grasped thus? — 
] had rather be a dog, and bay the moou, 
Than such a Roman. 
Cas. Brutus, bait not me. 
I'll not endure it: you forget yourself, 
To hedge me in; I am a soldier, I, 
ir Older in practice, abler than yourself 
To make conditions. 
Bru. Go to; you are not, Cassius. 
Cas. I am, 
Bru. J say, you are not. 
Cas. Urge me no more, I shall forget myself; 
5 E 2 
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Have mind upon your health, tempt me no 
farther. 
Bru. Away, slight man! 
Cas. Is't possible? 
Bru, Hear me, for I will speak. 
Must I give way and room to your rash choler? 
Shall I be frighted, when a madman stares? 
Gas. O ye 7Y ye gods! Must I endure all 
this ? 
Bru. All this? ay, more: Fret, till your proud 
heart break; 
Go, sbew your slaves how cholerick you are, 
And make your bondmen tremble. Must I 
budge ? : 
Must J observe you? Must T stand and crouch 
Under your testy hamour? By the gods, 
You shall digest the venom of your spleen, 
Though it do split you: for, from this day 
forth, 
IM use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter, 
When you are waspish. 
Cas. Is it come to this? 
Bru. You say, you are a better soldier: 
Let it appear so; make your vaunting true, 
And it shall please me well: For mine own 
part, 
I sball be glad to learn of noble men. 
Cas. You wrong me every way, you wrong 
me, Brutus; 
T said, an elder soldier, not a better: 
Did 1 say, better? 
Bru. If you did, I care not. 
Cas. When Caesar liv'd, he durst not thus 
have mov'd me. 
Bru. Peace, peace; you durst not so have 
tempted him. 
Cas. I durst not? 
Bru. No. 
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Cas. What? durst not tempt him? 
Bru, For your life you durst not. 
Cas. Do not presume too much upon my 
love, 
I may do that I sball be sorry for. 
Bru. You bave doue that you should be sorry 
for. 
There is no terror, Cassius, in your threats; 
For I am arm'd so strong in honesty, 
That they pals by me, as the idle wind, 
Which I respect not. I did send to you 
For certain sums of gold, which you deny'd 
me; — 
For I can raise no money by vile means: 
By heaven, I had rather coin my heart, 
And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring 
Frum the hard hands of peasants their vile trash, 
By any indirection. I did send 
To you for gold to pay my legions, 
Which you deny'd me: Was that done like 
Cassius? 
Should I have answer'd Caius Cassius 80? 
When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous, 
To lock such rascal counters from his friends, 
Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts, 
Dash him to pieces! 
Cas. I deny'd you not, 
Bru. Tou did. | 
Cas. I did not: — be was but a fool, 


That brought my answer back, — Brutus bath 


riv'd my heart: 


A friend should beer his friend's infirmities, 


But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 


Bru, I do vot, till you practise them on me. 

Cas. You love me not. 

Bru. I do not like your faults. 

Cas. A friendly eye could never see such 
faults. 
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Bru. A flatterer's would not, though they do 
| appear | 
As huge as high Olympus. 
Cas. Come, Aatony, and young Octavius, 
come, | 


| Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius, 


For Cassius is aweary of the world: 

Hated by one be loves; brav'd by his brother; 

Check'd like a bondman; all his faults observ'd, 

Set in a vote-book, learn'd, and conn'd by rote, 

To cast into my teeth. O, I could weep 

My spirit from mine eyes! — There is my 
dagger, 

And here my naked breast; within, a hear 

Dearer than Plutus' mine, richer than gold: 

If that thou be'st a Roman, take it forth; 

I, that deny'd thee gold, will give my heart: 

Strike, as thou didst at Caesar; for, I know, 

When thou didst hate him worst, thou loy'dst 
him better 

Than ever thou lov'dst Cassius. 

Bru. Sheath your dagger: 

Be angry when you will, it shall have scope; 

Do what you will, dishonour shall be humour. 

O Cassius, you ate yoked with a lamb 

That carries anger, as the flint bears fire; 

Who, much enforced, shews a hasty spark, 


And straight is cold again. 


Cas, Hath Cassius liv'd 
To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 
When grief, and blood ill-temper'd, vexeth him? 
Bru, When I spoke that, I was ill- temper'd, 
too. 


Cas. Do you confeſs so much? Give me your 


hand. 
Bra. And my heart too. 
Cas. O Brutus) — 
Bru. What's the matter? 


/ 
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Cas. Have you not love enough to bear with 
me 
When that :ash humour, which my mother gave 
me, 
Mekes me ene 
Bru. Yes, Cassius; and, from benceforth, 
W hen you are over-earnest with your Brutus, 
Hell think your mother chides, and leave you 


$0. [Notse within. 

Poet. [wit hin.] Let me go in to see the gene- 
rals; 

There is some grudge between them, tis not 
nicet 


They be alone, 
Luc. [uithin ] You $hall not come to them. 
Poet. [ within, ] Nothing but death shall stay 


Ine. 


Enter Poet. 


Cas. How now ? What's the matter? 
Poet, For shame, you generals; What do you 


mean ? 


Loye, and be friends, as two such men should 
be; 


For I have seen more years, I am sure than 


*. 
Cas, Ha, ha; how vilely doth this cynick 
| rhime! 


Bru, Get you hence, sirrah; saucy fellow, 
hence. 

Cas. Bear with him, Brutus; *tis his fashion. 

Bru, Tl know his humour, when he knows 


his time: 
What should the wars do with these jigging 
fools ? 
Companion, hence. | 
Cas. Away, away, be gone. [Exit Poet. 
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Enter Luciiivs, and, Titinivs. ' 


Bru. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the com · 


manders 
Prepare to lodge their companies to-night. 
Cas. And come yourselves, and bring Messala 
with you 
Immediately to us. 
[Exeunt Lvcitivs, and Titrix1vs. 


Bru, Lucius, a bowl of wine. 


Cas. I did not think, you could have been 80 
angry. 
Bru. O Cassius, I am sick of many priefs, 
Cas. Of your philosophy you make no use, 
If you give place to accidental evils, 


Bru. No man bears sorrow better: — Portia 
is dead. 


Cas. Ha! Portia? 
Bru. She is dead. 
Cas, How scap'd I killing, when I croſs'd you 
$80? — | 
O insupportable and touching loſs! — 
Upon what sickneſs ? | 
Bru. Impatient of my absence; 
And grief, that young Octavius with Mark An- 
tony 


Have made themselves 50 strong; — for with 
her death 


That tidings came; — With this sbe fell dis - 


tract, 


And, her attendants absent, swallow'd fire. 
Cas. And dy'd so? 


Bru. Even so. | 
Cas. O ye immortal gods! 
Enter Lucius, with wine, and tapers, 


Bru, Speak no more of her. — Give me a 
bowl of wine: — 
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In this I bury all unkindneſs, Cassius. [drinks. 
Cas. My heart is tbirsty for that noble 
| ledge: — 

Fill, Lucius, till the wine o'er-swell the cup; 

I cannot drink too much of Brutus' love. [drinks. 


Re-enter Tirixius, with MxESSALA. 


Bru. Come in, Titinius: — Welcome, good 
Messala. — 
Now sit we close about this taper here, 
And call in question our. necessities. 
Cas. Portia! art thou gone? 
Bru. No more, I pray you. — 
Messala, I have here received letters, 
That young Octavius, and Mark Antony, 
Come down upon us with a mighty power, 
Beading their expedition toward Philippi. 
Mes. Myself have letters of the self - same 
tenour. 
Bru. With what addition? 
Mes. That by proscription, and bills of out- 
lawry, 
Octavius, Antony, and Lepidus, 
Have put to death an hundred senators. 
Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree; 
Mine speak of seventy senators, that ay'd 
By their proscriptions, Cicero being one. 
Cas. Cicero one ? | 
Mes. Cicero is dead, 
And by that order of proscription. — 
Had you your letters from your wife, my lord? 
Bru. No, Messala. 
Mes. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her? 
Bru. Nothing, Messala. 
Mes. That, methinks, is strange. 
Bru. Why ask you? Hear you aught of her 


in vours? 
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Mes. No, my lord. 


Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. 


Mes. Thea like a Roman bear the truth I tell: 


For certain sbe is dead, and by strange manner. 


Bru. Why, farewel, Portia, — We must die, 


Messala: 
With meditating that she must die once, 
I have the patience to endure it now. 5 
Mes. Even so great men great losses should 
endure. 
Cas. J have as much of this in art as you, 
But yet my nature could not bear it so. 
Bru, Well, to our work alive. What do you 
think | 
Of marching to Philippi presently ? 
Cas. I do not think it good. 
Kru. Your reason ? 
Cas. This it is: 
"Tis better, that the enemy seek us: 
So shall he waste bis means, weary his soldiers, 
Doing himself offence; whilst we, lying still, 
Are full of rest, defence, and nimblenels. 
Bru. Good reasons must, of force, give place 
to better. | 
The people, *twixt Philippi and this ground, 
Do stand but in a forc'd affection; 
For they have grudg'd us contribution: 
The enemy, marching along by them, 
By them shall make a fuller number up, 
Come on refresh'd, new-added, and encourag'd ; 
From which advantage shall we cut him off, 
Tf at Philippi we do face bim there, 
These people at our back. | 
Cas. Hear me, good brother. | 
Bru. Under your pardon. — You must note 
beside, i: 
That we have try'd the utmost of our friends, 
Our legions are brim-full, our cause is ripe: 
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The enemy increaseth every day, 
We, at the height, are ready to decline, 
There is a tide in the affairs of men, 
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune; 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life 
Is bound in shallows, and in miseries. 
On such a full sea are we now aſloat; 
And we must take the current when it serves, 
Or lose our ventures, 
Cas, Then, with your will, go on; 
We'll along ourselves, and meet them at Phi- 
r 
Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our 
talk, 
And nature must obey necessity ; 
Which we will niggard with a little rest. 
There is no more to say? 
Cas. No more. Good night; 
Early to-morrow will we rise, and hence. 
Bru. Lucius, my gown. [Exit Lucius.] Fares 
wel, good Messala; — 
Good night, Titinius: — Noble, noble Cassius, 
Good night, and good repose. 
Cas. O my dear brother! 
This was an ill beginnjog of the night: 
Never come such division *tween our souls! 
Let it not, Brutus. | 


Bru, Every thing is well. 

Cas. Good night, my lord. 

Bru. Good night, good brother. 
Tit. Mes. Good night, lord Brutus. 
Bru. Farewel, every one. x 


[Exeunt Cas. Trr. and Mzs, 


Re-enter Lucrus, with the gown. 


Give me the gown. Where is thy instrument? 
Luc, Here in the tent. 
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Bru. What thou «peak'st drowsily? 
Poor knave, IT blame thee not; thou art o'er- 
watch'd. 
Call Claudius, and some other of my men; 


Tn have them sleep on cushions in my tent. 
Luc. Varro, and Claudius! 


Enter VARRO, and Cravpivs. 


Var, Calls my lord? 
Bru. I pray you, sirs, lie in my tent, and 
sleep; X 
Tt may be, I shall raise you by and by 
On businels to my brother Cassius. 
Var. So please you, we will stand, and watch 
| your pleasure. 
Bru, IT will not have it so: lie down, good 
sirs; 
It may be, I sball otherwise bethink me. 
Look, Lucius, here's the book I sougbt for 80; 
I put it in the pocket of my gown. 
[Servants lie down. 
Luc. IT was sure, your Jordship did not give 
it me. 
Bru. Bear with me, good boy, I am much 
forgetful. 5 
Canst thou hold up thy heavy eyes a while, 
And touch thy instrument a strain or two? 
Lue. Ay, my lord, an't please you. 
Bru. It does, my boy: 
T trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 
Luc. It is my duty, sir. 
Bru. I should not urge thy duty past thy 
might ; | 
I know, young bloods look for a time of rest. 
Luc. J bave slept, my lord, already. 
Bru, It is well done; and thou shalt sleep 
| Again; 
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will not hold thee long: if I do live, 

L will be giod to thee. [Musick, and a song. 

This is a j pace tune: — O murd'rous slumber! 

Ley'st thou thy leaden mace upon my boy, 

That plays thee musick? — Gentle knave, good 
night; 

I will not do thee 80 much wrong to wake 
thee. 

If thou dost nod, thou break'st thy instrument; 

Til take it from theez and, good boy, good 
night. 

Let me see, mm me see; — Is not the leaf 
turn'd down, 

Where TI left reading? Here it is, I think, 


(Ue Sits down. 


Enter the Ghost of Caesar. 


low ill this taper burns! — Ha! who comes 
here? 
{ think, it is the weakneſs of mine eyes, 
That sbapes this monstrous apparition. 
It comes upon me: — Art thou any thing? 
Art thou some god, some angel, or some devil, 
That mak'st my blood cold, and my hair to 
stare? 
Speak to me, what thou art. 
Ghost. Thy evil spirit, Brutus. 
Bru. Why com'st thou? 
Glos:t." To tell thee, thou shalt see me at Phi- 
lippi. 
Bru. Well; 
Then I sball see thee again? 
Ghost. Ay, at Philippi. [Exit Ghost. 
Bru, Why, Iwill see thee at Philippi then. — 
Now I have taken heart, thou vanisbest: 
III spirit, I would hold more talk with thee, — 
Boy! Lucius! — Varro! Claudius! Sirs, 
awake! — 
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Claudius! 


Luc. The strings, my lord, are nale 
Bru, He thinks, he still is at his instrument. 


Lucius, awake. 


Luc. My lord! 
Bru. Didst thou dream, Lucius, that thou s0 


cry'dst out? 
Luc. My lord, I do not know that I did cry, 
Bru. Yes, that thou didst: Didst thou see 
any thing? 
Luc. Nothing, my lord. 
Eru. Sleep again, Lucius. — Sirrah, Claudius! 


Fellow thou! awake. 


Var. My lord. 

Clau. My lord. 

Bru, Why did you 80 cry out, sirs, in your 
sleep? 

Var. Clau. Did we, my lord? 

Bru. Ay; Saw you any thing? 

Var. No, my lord, I saw nothing. 

Clau, Nor I, my lord. 

Bru. Go, and commend me to my brother 
Cassius; 


Bid him set on his powers betimes before, 
And we will follow. 


Var. Clau. It shall be done, my lord. 
[ Exeunt, 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
The Plains of Philippi. 
Enter Ocravivs, AN roN T, and their Army. 


Oct. Nou, Antony, our hopes are answered: 
You said, the enemy would not come down, 
But keep the hills and upper regions; 

It proves not so: their battles are at hand; 
They mean to warn us at Philippi here, 
Answering before we do demand of them. 

Ant. Tut, TI am in their bosoms, and TI know 
Whercfore they do it: they could be content 
To visit other places; and come down 
With fearful bravery, thinking, by this face, 
To fasten in our thoughts that they have cou- 

rage; 
But 'tis not so. 


Enter a Messen ger. 


Mes. Prepare you, generals: 
The enemy comes on in gallant shew; 
Their bloody sign of battle is hung out, 
And something to be done immediately. 
Ant, Octavius, lead your battle softly on, 
Upon the left hand of the even field. 
Oct. Upon the right hand I, keep thou the 
left. | 
Ant. Why do you croſs me in this exigent? 
Oct. I do not crols you; but I will do so. 


[ March, 
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Drum. Enter BrvuTvs, Casstvs, and their Army ; 
LociLros, Tirixius, Mis3aLa, and Others. 


4. 
th. 
5 
* 
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Bru. They stand, and would have parley. 


Cas. Stand fast, Titinius: We must out and 
talk. s 
| Oct. Mark Antony, shall we give sign of bat- 4 
| tle? 
. Ant. No, Caesar, we will answer on their 
: charge. 
51 Make forth, the generals would have some 
words. 
Oct. Stir not until the signal. 


Bru. Words before blows: Is it 80, country- 
men ? 
Oct. Not vg we love words better, as you 
o. 
Bru. Good words are better than bad strokes, 
| Octavius. 
Ant. In your bad strokes, Brutus, you give 
good words: 
Witnels the hole you made in Caesar's heart, 
Crying, Long live. hail, Caesar! 
Cas. Antony, | 
The posture of your blows are yet unknown; 
But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees, 
And leave them honeylels. 
Ant. Not stinglels too. 
Bru. O, yes, and soundlels too; 
For you have stol'n their buzzing, Antony, 
And, very wisely, threat before you sting. 
Ant, Villains, you did not so, when your vile 
daggers 
Hack'd one another in the sides of Caesar: 
You shew'd your teeth like apes, and fawn'd 
like hounds, 
And bow'd like bondmen, kissing Caesar's feet; 
- Whilst damned Casce, like a cur, behind, 
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Struck Caesar on the neck. O you flatterers! 
Cas. Flatterers! — Now, Brutus, thank your- 
self: | 
This tongve had not offended $0 to-day, 
If Cassius might bave rul'd. 
Oct. Come, come, the cause: If arguing make 
us sweart, 
The proof of it will turn to redder drops. 
Look, I draw a word against conspitators 
When think yon that the sword goes up 
again? — a 
Never, till Caesar's three and twenty wounds 
Be well aveng'l; or till another Caesar 
Have added slaughter to the sword of traitors. 
Bru. Caesar, thu can'st not die by traitors' 
hands, | 
Unleſs thou bring'st them with thee, 
Oct. So I hope; 
T was not born to die on B:ntns' sword. 
Bru. O, if thou wert the noblest of thy strain, 
Young man, thou could'st not die more ho- 
noutable. 
Cas. A peevish school-boy, worthleſs of such 
honour, 
Join'd with a masker and a reyeller. 
Ant. Old Cassius still! 
Oct. Come, Antony ; away, — 
Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth: 
If you dare hght to-day, come to the field; 
If not, when you have stomachs, 
[Exzeunt Ocravius, Axroxy, and their Army. 


Cas. Why now, blow, wind; swell, billow; 
| and swim, bark! 

The storm is up, and all is on the hazard, 
Bru. Ho, Lucilius; hark, a word with you. 
Luc. My lord. [Brutus and Lucilius converse 

, apart, 
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Cas. Mestala, — 
Mes. Wbat says my general? 
Cas, Messala, 
This is my birth-day; as this very day 
Was Cassius born. Give we thy hand, Messala: 
Be thou my witn-ls, thet, against my will, 
As Pompey was, am I compell'd to set 
Upon one battle all ou» liberties, 
You know, that | held Epicurus strong, e 
And his opinion: now I change my mind, n 
And partly credit things that do presage. 
Coming from Sardi-, on our former ensign 
Two mighty eagles ſell; and there they perch'd, 
Gorging and feeding from our soldiers“ hands; 
Who to Philippi he:e con-orted us: 
This morning are they fled away, and gone; 
And, in their steads, do ravens, crows, and kites, 
Fly o'er our heads, and dow: ward look on us, 
As we were sickly 2 their shadows seem 
A canopy most fatal, under which 
Our army lies, ready to give up the ghost. 
Mes. Believe not so. | 
Cas. I but believe it partly; 
For I] om fresb of spirit, aud resoly'd 
To mect all perils very constantly. 
Bru. Even so, Lucilius 
Cas. Now, most noble Brutus, 
The gods to-day Stand friendly; that we may, 
Lovers, in peace, lead on our days to age!“ 
But sigce the affairs of men rest still uncertain, 
Let's reason with the worst that may befall. 
If we do lose this bsttle, then is this 
The verv last time we shal] speak together: 
What are you then determined to do? 
Bru. ven by the rule of that philosophy, 
By which I did blame Cato for the death 
Which be did give himself; — IT know not how, 
But I do find it cowardly and vile, 
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For fear of what might fall, so to prevent 
The time of life: — arming myselt with patience, 
To stay the providence of some high powers, 
That govern us below. 
Cas. Then, if We !lose this battle, 
You are contented to be ſed in triumph 
Thorough the Streets of Rome? 
Bru. No, Cassius, no; think not, thou noble 
Roman, | 
That ever Biutus will go bound to Rome; 
He bears too great + mind But this same day 
Must end that work, the ides of March begun; 
And whether we shall me-: again, I know not. 
Therefore our everlasting farewel take: — 
For ever, and ſor ever, faiewel, (.,assius! 
If we do meet again, why we $shall smile; 
If not, why then this parting was weill made. 
Cas. For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus! 
If we do meet again, we'll smile indeed; 
If not, 'tis true, this parting was well made, 
Bru. Why then, lead on. — O, that a man 
might know 
The end of this day's busineſs, ere it come! 
But it suflicetb, that the day will end, 
And then the end is known, — Come, ho! away! 


[Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


The same, The field of battle. 


Alarum. Enter Brutus, and MxssATLA. 


Bru. Ride, ride, Messala, ride, and give these 
bills | 


Unto: the legions on the other aide; 
| [ Loud alarum. 
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Let them set on at once; for I perceive 
But cold demeanour in Octavius' wing, | 
And sudden push gives them the overthrow, p 
Ride, ride, AN let them all come down. | 
[Ezeunt. 


SCENE III. 


The same. Another part of the field. 


Alarum, Enter Cassrivs, and Titinivs. 


Cas. O, look, Titinius, look, the villains fly! 
Myself have to mine own turn'd enemy: 
This ensign here of mine was turning back; 
Islew the coward, and did take it from him. 

Tit. O Cassius, Brutus gave the word too 

early: 

Who, having some advantage on Octavius, 
Took it too eagerly; bis soldiers fell to spoil, 
Whilst we by Antony are all enclos'd. 


Enter PinDARVUS, 


Pin. Fly further off, my lord, fly further off; 
Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord: 
Fly therefore, noble Cassius, fly far off. 
Cas. This hill is far enough. — Look, look, 
Titinius ; 
Are those my tents, where I perceive the fire? 

Tit, They are, my lord. 

Cas. Titinius, if thou lov'st me, | 
Mount thou my horse, and hide thy spurs in him, 
Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops, 
And here again; that I may rest assur'd, 
Whether yoad' troops are friend or enemy, 

Tit, I will be here again, even with a thought. 

| LExit. 
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Cas. Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill; 
My sight was ever thick; regard Titinius, 
And tell me what thou not'st about the field. — 
[Exit PrxDAanus, 
This day I breathed first: time is come round, 
And, where I did begin, there shall I end; 
My life is run his compatfs. — Sirrah, what news? 
Pin, [above.] O my lord! 
Cas. What news? 
Pin, Titinius is 
Enclosed round about with horsemen, that 
Make to biin on the spur; — yet he spurs on. — 
Now they are almost on him; now, Titiaius! — 
Now some light: — O, he lights too: — he's 
ta'en;z — and, hark! LS Hout. 
They shout for joy. | 
Cas. Come down, behold no more. — 
O, coward that I am, to live so long, 
To see my best friend ta'en before my face! 


Re-enter PiNDARUS, 


Come hither, sirrah ; 

In Parthia did IT take thee prisoner; 

And then IT swore thee, saving of thy life, 

That whatsoever I did bid thee do, 

Thou should'st attempt it. Come now, keep thing 
oath ! 

Now be a freeman; and, with this good sword, 


f That ran through Caesar's bowels, search this 


bosom, 


Stand not to answer: Here, take thou the hilts ; 
And, when my face is coyer'd, as 'tis now, 
Guide thou the sword. — Caesar, thou art re- 


| veng'd, 
Even with the sword that kill'd thee, [Dies, 


Pin. Se, I am free; yet would not so have 
been, 
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Durst T have done my will. O Cassius! 

Fa from this country Pindarus shall run, 

Where never Roman shall take note of him. 
[Exit. 


Re-enter Trrixrus, with MresSALA. 


Mes. Tt is bot change, Titinius; for Octavius 
Is overthrown by noble Bri:tus? power, 
As Ca--i'8 legions ate by Antony. 
Tir. These tidiugs will well comfort Cassius. 
Mes Where did you leave him? 
Tit. All fisconsolate, 
Wie Pindarus his hondman, on this hill. 
Mes. Is not that he, that lies upon the ground? 
Tit. Ile lies not like the living. O my heart! 
Mes. Is not that he? 
Tit No, this was he, Messala, 
Bni Cassius is no more. — O setting sun! 
As in thy red rays thou dost sink to night, 
So in his red blood Cassius' day is set; 
The sun of Rome isset! Our day is gone; 
Clouds, dews, and dangers come; our deeds are 
done! 
Mistrust of my succeſs bath done this deed. 
Mes. Mistrust of good succels hath done this 
deed. | 
O hateful error, melancholy's child! 
Why dost thou sbew to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not? O error, soon conceiv'd, 
Thon never com'st unto a happy bizth, 
But kill'st the mother that engender'd thee. 
Tit. What, Pindarus! Where art thou, Pin- 
darus ? 
Mes. Seek bim, Titinins; whilst I go to meet 
The noble Brutus, thrusting this report 
Into his cars: 1 may sav, tbrusting it; 
For »iercingesteel, and darts envenomed, 
Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus, 
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As tidings of this sight. 


Tit. Hie you, Messala, 
And I will seek for Pindarus the while. 
[Fit MesSSAT.A. 
Why didst thou send me forth, brave Cassius? 
Did I not meet thy friends? and did not they 
Put on my brows this wreath of victory, 
And bid me give it thee? Didst thou not hear 
their shouts ? 
Alas, thou bast wisconstrued every thing. 
But hold thee, take this garland on thy br. wz 
Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, aud [ 
Will do his bidding. -- Brutus, come apace, 
And sce how I regarded Cains Cassius. — 
By your leave, gods: — This is a Roman's part: 
Come, Cassius' sword, and find Titinius' heart. 
[dies. 
Alarum. Re-enter MrssæarLA, with Brutus, young 
Caro, SrRATO, Vorvuwxivs, and Lucius. 


Bru. Where, where, Messala, doth his body 
lie? 

Mes. Lo, vonder; and Titinius mourning it. 

Bru. Titiuius' face 1s upward. 

Cato. Ile is slain. 


Bru. O Julius Caesar, thou art mighty yet! 
Thy spirit walks abroad, and turns our swords 
Jn our own proper entrails, 

Cato. Brave 'UVitinius! — 
Look, whe'r he have not crown'd dead Cassius! 

Bru. Are yet iwo Romans living such as 

these? — | 
The last of all the Romans, fare thee well! 
Tt is impossible, that ever Rome | 
Should breed thy fellow. — Friends, I owe mote 
| tears 
Tothis dead man, than you $hall see me pay. — 


I $shall find time, Cassius, I shall find time, — 


[Low alarums. 
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Come, therefore, and to Thassos send his body; 
His funerals shall not be in our camp, 

Lest it discomfort us, — Lucilius, come; — 
And come, young Cato; let us to the field. — 
Labeo, and Flavius, set our battles on: — 

"Tis ihree o'clock; and, Romans, yet ere night 
We shall try fortune in a second fight, [Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 


Another Part of the Field, 


Alarum, Enter fighting, soldiers of both armies; then 
Brurtus, Caro, Lucitivs, and Others. 


Bru. Yet, countrymen, O, yet hold up your 
heads ! 
Cato, What bastard doth not? Who will go 
with me? 
Iwill proclaim my name about the field: — 
I am the son of Marcus Cato, ho! 
A foe to tyrants, and my country's friend ; 
T am the son of Marcus Cato, ho! 
[charges the enemy, 


Bru. And Jam Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I; 


Brutus, my country's friend ; know me for Brutus, 


[Exit, charging the enemy. Caro ts overs» 
powered, and falls. 

Luc O young and noble Cato, art thou down? 
Why, now thou dy'st as bravely as Titinius; 
And may'st be honcur'd being Cato's son, 

1. Sold, Yield, or thou diest. 

Luc. Only I yield to die: 

There is so much, that thou wilt kill me straight; 
Offering money. 
Kill Brutus, and be honour'd in bis death. 
1. Sold. We must not, — A noble prisoner! 
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g. Sold. Room, ho! Tell Antony, Brutus is 


ta'en. 
I, Sold, I'll teil the news, — Here comes the 
genera] | 


Enter ANTORNY, 


Brutus is ta'en, Brutus is ta'en, my lord, 
Ant. Where is be? 
Luc. Safe, Antony; Brutus is saſe enough: 
J dare assure thee, that no enemy 
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus: 
The gods defend him from so great a sbame! 
When you do find him, or alive, or dead, 
He will be found like Brutus, like himself. 
Ant. This is not Brutus, friend; but, I assure 
on, 
A prize no leſs in worth: keep this man safe, 
Give him all kindneſs: I had rather have 
Such men my friends, than enemies. Go on, 
And $see whe'r Brutus be alive, or dead: 
And bring us word, unto Octavius' tent, 
How every thing is chanc'd, [Exzeunts 


SCENE V. 


Another part of the Field, 


Enter Brutus, DAR DAN; ius, Cirrus, STrRATO, and 
YVoLUMNIUS, 


Bru, Come, poor remains of friends, rest on 
this rock. | 


Cli. Statilius shew'd the torch-light; but, my 
lord, 


He came not back, he is or ta'en, or slain, 
Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus; Slaying is the 
Word; 
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It is a deed in fashion. Hark thee, Clitus, — 


[whispering. 
Cli. What, I, my lord? No, not for all the 
world. 
Bru, Peace then, no words, 
Cli. 1] rather kill myself. | 
Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius ! [whispers him, 


Dar. Shall I do such a deed? 
Cli. O, Dardanius! 
Dar. O, Clitus! 
Chi. What ill 1equest did Brutus make to thee? 
Dar, To Kill hun, Clitus: Look, he meditates. 
Cli. Now is that noble vessel fuil of grief, 
That it runs over even at his eyes. 
Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius; list a word, 
Vol. What says my iord ? 
Bru. Why, this, Volumnius : 
'The ghost of Caesar hath appear'd to me 
Two seyeral times by night: at Sardis, once; 
And, this last night, beie in Philipp! fields. 
I know, my hour 1+ come. 
Vol. Not so, my lord. 
Bru. Nay, T am sute it is. Volumnius. 
Thou see'st the world, Volumnius, how it goes; 
Our enemies have beat us to the pit: [Alarum. 


It is more worthy, to leap in ourselves, 

Than tarry till they push us. Good Volumnius, 

Thou know'st, that we two went to school toge- 

ther; 

F.ven for that our love of old, I pray thee, 

Hold thou my sword-hilts, whilst | run on it. 
Vol. That's not an office for a friend, my lord, 

[Alarum 5till, 


Cli. Fly, fly, my lord; there is no tarrying here. 
Bru. Farewel to you; — and you; — and you, 
Volumnius. — 


Strato, thou hast been all this while asleep; 
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Farewel to thee too, Strato. — Countrymen, 

My heart doth joy, that yet, in all my life, 

I found no man, but he was true to me. 

I shall have glory by this losing day, 

More than Octavius, and Niark Antony, 

By this vile conquest shall attain unto. 

So, fare you well at once; for Brutus' tongue 

Hath almost ended his life's history: : 

Night hangs upon mine eyes; my bones would 
rest, 

That have but labour'd to attain this hour. 


[Alarum. Cry within; Fly, fly, fly. 
Cli. Fly, my lord, fly. 
Bru. Hence; I will follow. 
[ Ezeunt CLI. Dan. and Vor. 


I pr'ythee, Strato, stay thou by thy lord: 
Thou art a fellow of a good e respect; 
Thy life bath had some smatch of honour in it: 
Hold then my sword, and turn away thy face, 
While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato? 
Stra. Give me your hand first; Fare you well, 
my lord. 
Bru. F W good Strato. — Caesar, now be 
still; 
T kill'd not thee with half so good a will. 


(He runs on his sword, and dies, 


Alarum. Retreat. Enter OcTtavivs, AxToxr, 
Mrssala, LuCitivs, and their Army. 


Oct. What man is that? 


Mes. My master's man. — Strato, where is thy 
master ? 


Stra. Free from the bondage you are in, Mes- 
Sala; | 
The conquerors can but moke a fire of him; 


For Brutus only overcame himself, V 
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And no man else bath honour by his death. 
Luc. So Brutus should be found. — I thank 
thee, Brutus, 
That thou hast prov'd Lucilius' saying true. | 
Oct. All that serv'd Brutus, I will entertain 
them. | 
Fellow, wilt thou bestow thy time with me? 
Stra. Ay, if Messala will prefer me to you. 
Oct. Do so, good Messala. 
Mes. How died my master, Strato? 
Stra. | held the sword, and he did run on it. 
Mes. Octavius, then take him to follow thee, 
That did the latest service to my master. 
Ant. This was the noblest Roman of them all: 
All the conspirators, save only he, 
Did that they did in envy of great Caesar; 
He, only, in a general honest thought, 
And common good to all, made one of them. 


His life was gentle; and the elements 


So mix'd in him, that Nature might stand up, 
And say to all the world, This was a man! 

Oct. According to his virtue let us use him, 
With all respect, and rites of burial. 
Within my tent his bones to-night shall lie, 
Most like a soldier, order'd honourably. — 
So, call the field to rest: and let's away, 
To part the glories of this happy day. [Exeunt. 
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Persons Represented, 


M. Antony, 

Octavins Caesar, Triumvirs. 

M. Aemil. Jepidus, 

Sextus Pompeius. 

Domitius Enobarbus, 

Ventidius, 

Eros, 

Scarus, Friends of Antony. 

Dercetas, 

Demetrius, 

Philo, 5 

Mecaenas, ] 

Agrippa, 

Dolabolla, 

Proculeius, 

Thyreus, 

Gallus, | 

Menas, 

Menecrates, | Friends of Pompey. 

Varrius, 

Taurus, Lieutenant-General to Caesar. 

Canidius, Lieutenant-General to Antony. 

Silius, an Oſſicer in Ventidins's army, 

An Ambassador from Antony. to Caesar. 

Alexas, Mardian, Seleucus, and Diomedes; Attendants 
on Cleopatra, 


A Soothsayer. A Clown, 


Friends to Caesar. 


Cleopatra, Queen of Egvpt. 


Octavia, Sister to Caesar, and Wife to Antony. 
Charmian | 
3 3 Attendants on Cleopatra, 

» 


Ofhcers, Soldiers, Messengers, and other Attendants. 
7 * 


SCENE, dispersed; in ware parts of the Roman 
Empire. 
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ANTONY AND CLEOPATRHA. 
ACTI. SCENE I. 
Alexandria, A Room in Cleopatra's Palace. 
Enter DzmETRIUs, and Pailo. 

Phi. Nav, but this dotage of our general's 
© Orferflows the measure: those his goodly eyes, 
That o'er the liles and musters of the war 

* Have glow'd like plated Mars, now bend, now 
4 turn, 5 
[he office and devotion of their view 

3 Upon a tawny front: his captain's heart, 

= Which in the scuffles of great fights hath burst 
® The buckles on his breast, reneges all temper; 


And is become the bellows, and the ſan, 
To cool a gypsey's lust. Look, where they come! 


4 ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA, 


Flourish, Enter AxToxy and CueoraTrA, with 
their trains; Eunuchs fanning her. 


Take but good note, and you shall gee in him 
'The tripple pillar of the world transform'd 
Into a strumpet's fool: behold and see. 
Cleo. If it be love indecd, tell me how mnch. 
Ant. There's beggary in the love that can be 
reckon'd. l 
Cleo. I'll set a bourn how far to be belov'd. 
Ant. Then must thou needs find out new 
heaven, new earth. 


Enter an Attendant. 


Att. News, my good lord, from Rome. 
Ant. Grates me: — The sum. 
Cleo. Nay, hear them, Antony: 
Fulvia, perchance, is angry; Or, who knows 
If the scarce-beaided Caesar have not sent 
His powerful mandate io you, Do this, or this; 
Take in that kingdom, and en franchise that; 
Performbt, or else we damn thee. 
Ant. How, my love! 
Cleo. Perchance, — nay, and most like, 
You must not stay here longer, your dismission 
Is come from Caesar; therefore hear it, Auto- 
ny. — 
Where's Fulvia's proceſs? Caesar's, I would 
say? — Both? — 
Call in the messengers. — As I am Egypt's queen, 
Thou blushest, Antony; and that blood of thine 
Is Caesar's homager: else so thy cheek pays 


shame, 
When shrill-tongu'd Fulvia scolds. — The mes- 
sengers. 
Ant. Let Hows in Tyber melt! and the wide 
arc 


Of 
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Of the rang'd empire fall! Here is my space; 

Kingdoms are clay: our dungy earth alike 

Feeds beast as man: the noblenels of life 

Is, to do thus; when such a mutual pair, 
[embracing. 

And such a twain can do't, in which, I bind 

On pain of punishment, the world to weet, 

We stand up peerleſs. 


Cleo. Excellent falshood ! 
Why did he marry Fulvia, and not loye her? — 


I' seem the fool I am not; Antony 
WVill be bimself. 


Ant. But stirr'd by Cleopatra. — 
Now, for the love of Love, and her soft hours, 
Let's not confound the time with conference 
harsh: 
There's not a minute of our lives should stretch 


Without some pleasure now: What sport to- 


night? 
Cleo. Hear the ambassadors. 
Ant. Fye, wrangling queen! 
Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh, 
To weep; whose every passion fully strives 
To make itself, in thee, fair and admir'd ! 
No messenger; but thine and all alone, 


To-night, we'll wander through the streets, and 
note 
The qualities of people. Come, my queen; 
Last night you did desire it: — Speak not to us. 
[Exeunt ANT, and Creoe., with their train. 


Dem. Is Caesar with Antonius priz'd so slight? 


Phi. Sir, sometimes, when he is not Antony, 
Ile comes too short of that great property 
Which still should go with Antony. 

Dem. I am full sorry, | 
That he approves the common liar, who 


Vol. VI. G 
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Thus speaks of him at Rome: But T will hope 
Of better deeds to-morrow, Rest you happy! 
Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


The same. Another Room, 


Enter CHARMIAN, IRAs, ALEXAs, and à Soothsayer. 


Char. Lord Alexas, sweet Alexas, most any 
thing Alexas, almost most absolute Alexas, where's 
the s0uth>ayer that yon prot ed so to the queeu ? 
O. hat | knew this husban-!, wich, you say, 
must change his horns with gailands! 

Aten. Duotbgaver, 

Soo:h. Your will? 

Char. Is this the man? — Ts't you, sir, that 

kuow Tings ? 

Sooth In natu:e's inkaite book of secrecy, 

A 1 :ttie T can 1ead. 
Alex. Shew him your hand. 


Enter ENOBARBUS. 


Eno. Bring in the banquet quickly; wine 
enough, 
Cleopatra's health to drink, 
Char. Good sir, give me good fortune, 
Sooth, | make not, but foresee. 
Char. Pray then, foresee me one, | 
Sooth. You shall be yet far fairer than you are. 
Char: He means, in flesh. 
Iras. No, you $hall paint when you are old. 
Char, Wrinkles forbid ! | 
Alex. Vex not his prescience; be attentive. 
Char, Hush! b 


4 
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Sooth. You shall be more beloving, than be- 

lov'd. 

Char. T had rather heat my liver with drinking. 

Alex. Nav. hear bim. | 

Char. Good now, some excellent fortune! Let 
me he mariied to thiee kings in a forenoon, and 
Widow them all! let me have a child at fifty, to 
whom Hero of Jewry may do homage: find me 
to marty me with Octavius Caesar, ana companion 
me with my mistreſs! 


Sooth. You shall out-live the lady whom you 
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s serve. 

90 Char. O excellent! J love long live better than 
x hgs. 

* Sooth. You have seen and prov'd a fairer for- 


1 * 
** 
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mer fortune 
Than that which is to approach. 


Char. Then, belike, my children shall have no 
names: Pr'ythee, how many boys and wenches 
must ] have? 


Sooth. If every of your wishes had a womb, 
And fertile every wish, a million. 


Char, Out, fool! 1 forgive thee for a witch, 
Alex. You think, none but your sheets are pri- 


7 
2 
54 
” 
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1 vy to your wishes. 
i Alex. We'll know all our fortunes. 


3 Eno. Mine, and most of our fortunes, to night, 
Y shall be — drunk to bed. : 

® Iras. There's a palm presages chastity, if no- 
thing else. | 


Char, Even as the o'erflowing Nilus presageth 
famine, | 


Iras. Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannot 
$00thsay, | | 


Char. Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful 
G 3 
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e J cannot scratch mine ear. — 
Cythee, tell her but a worky-day fortune, 

Sooth. Your ſortunes are alike. 

Iras, But how, but how? give me particulars. 

Sooth. I have said. 

Tras. Am I not an inch of fortune better than 
she? 

Char. Well, if you were but an inch of fortune 
better than I, where would you choose it? 

Iras. Not in my husband's nose. 

Char. Our worser thovghts heavens mend! 
Alexas, — come, his fortune, his fortune. — O, 
let him marry a woman that cannot go, sweet 
Isis, I beseech thee! And let her die too, and 
give him a worse! and let worse follow worse, 
till the Worst of all follow him laughing to his 
grave, ſifty-fold a cuckold! Good Isis, hear me this 
prayer, though thou deny me a matter of more 
weight; good Isis, I besecch thee! 

Iras. Amen. Dear goddels, hear that prayer 
of the people! for, as it is a heart-breaking to see 
a handsome man loose wiv'd, so it is a deadly 
Sorrow to hehold a foul knave uncuckolded; 
Therefore, dear Isis, keep decorum, and fortune 
him accordingly ! 

Char. Amen. 

Alex. Lo, now! if it lay in their hands to make 
me a cuckold, they would make themselves 
whores, but they'd do't. 

Eno. Hush! bere comes Antony, 

Char. Not he, the queen. 


Enter CL.xOPATRA, 


Cleo. Saw you my lord? 
Eno. No, lady. 
Cleo. Was he not here? 


Char, No, madam, 
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Cleo. He was dispos'd to mirth; but on the 

sudden 
A Roman thought hath struck him. — Enobar- 

bus, — 

Fno. Madam. 

Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hither. Where's 
Alexas ? | 

Alex. Here, at your service. — My lord ap- 


proaches. 
Enter AxTony. with a Messenger. and Attendants, 


Cleo. We will not look upon him: Go with 
us. 

[Ezeunt Cr,coraTra, ENSOnAnBUS, ALESAS, 
Inas, CUDAnMTAN, Soouthsaycr, and At- 
tendants. 

Mes. Fulvia thy wife first came into the field. 
Ant. Against my brother Lucius? 
Mes. Av: | 
But soon that war had end, and the time's state 
Made friends of them, jointing their force 'gainst 
Caesar; 
Whose better issue in the war, from Italy, 
Upon the first encounter, drave them. 
Ant, Well, 
What worst? 
Mes. The nature of bad news infects the teller. 
Ant. When it concerns the fool, or coward. — 
On: 
Things, that are past, are done, with me. — Tis 
thus 
Who tells me true, though in his tale lie death, 
IL hear him as he flatter'd. 
Mes. Labienus (this is stiff news) 
Hath, with his Parthian force, extended Asia; 
From Euphrates his conquering banner shook, 


From Syria, to Lydia, and to Tonia; 
Whilst — 
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Ant. Antony, thou would'st say, — 

Mes, O my lord! 

Aut, Speak to me home, mince not the general 

tongue; 

Name Cleopa 1a as sbe's cad in Rome: 
Rail thou in Fulvia's pbrase; and taunt my faults 
With such full licence, as both truth and malice 
Have power to utter. O, then we bring forth 


weeds, 
When our quick minds lie still; and our jlls told 
* | 
Is as our earing, Fare thee well a while, 
Mes. At your noble pleasure. [ Exit, 
Ant, From Sicyon how the news? Speak 
there, 


1. Att. The man from Sicyon. — Is there such 


an one ? | 
2. Att. He stays upon your will. 
Ant Let bim appear. — 
These strong Egyptian fetters I must break, 


Enter another Messenger, 


Or lose myself in dotage. — What are you? 
2. Mes. Fulvia thy wife is dead, 
Ant. Where died she? 
2. Mes. In Sicyon: 
Her length of sickneſs, with what else more 
Serious 
Importeth thee to know, this bears, 
gives a Letter, 
Ant. Forbear me. — [Exit Messenger. 
There's a gr-at spirit gone! Thus did 1 desire it; 
What our contempts | & often hurl from us, 
We wish it ours again; the present pleasure, 
By revolution lowering, does become 
The opposite of itself: she's good, being gone; 
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The hand could pluck ber back, that shov'd her 


on, 

I must from this enchanting queen break off; 

Ten thousand harms, more than the ills I know, 

My idleneſs doth batch, —-- How now! Enobar- 
bus ! 


Enter ENOBARBUS. 


Eno. What's your pleasure, sir? 

Ant. must with haste from hence. 

Eno. Why. then, we kill all our women: We 
see bow mortal an unkindnels is to them; if they 
suffer our departure, death's the word. | 

Ant. I must be gone. 

Eno. Uader a compelling occasion, let women 
die: It were pity to cast them away for nothing; 
though, between them and a great cause, they 
should be estcem'd nothing. Cleopatra, catchin 
but the least noise of this, dies instantly; I have 
seen her die twenty times upon far poorer mo— 
ment; I do think, there is mettle in death, which 
commits some loving act upon her, she hath such 
a celerity in dying. 

Ant. She is cunning past man's thought. N 

Eno, Alack. sir, no; her passions are made of 
nothing but the finest part of pure love: We 
cannot call her winds and waters, 8ighs and tears; 
they are greater stotms and tempests than alma- 
nacks can report: this cannot be cunning in her; 
if it be, sbe makes a shower of rain as well as 
Jove. | | 

Ant. Would I bad never seen her! 

Eno. O, sir, you bad then left unseen a won- 
derful piece of work; which not to have been 
blest withal, woul!l have discredited your travel. 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. | 

Eno. Sir? 
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Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Fulvia? \ 

Ant. Dead. 

Eno. Why, sir, give the gods a thankful sacri- 
fice. When it pleaseth their deities to take the 
wife of a man from him, it shews to man the 
tailors of the earth; comforting therein, that when 
old robes are worn out, there are members to 
make new. If there were no more women but 
Fulvia, then had you indeed a cut, and the case 
to be lamented: this grief is crown'd with conso- 
lation; your old smock brings forth a new petti- 
coat; — and, indeed, the tears live in an onion, 
that should water this sorrow. 

Ant, The busineſs she hath broached in the 

state, 
Cannot endure my absence. 


Eno. And the busineſs you have broach'd here 


cannot be without you; especially that of Cleo» 

patra's, which wholly depends on your abode. 
Ant. No more light answers. Let our officers 

Have notice what we purpose. I shall break 

The cause of our expedience to the queen, 

And get her love to part. For not alone 

The 3 of Fulvia, with more urgent touches, 

Do strongly speak to us; but the letters too 

Of many our contriving friends in Rome 

Petition us at home: Sextus Pompeius 

Hath given the dare to Caesar, and commands 

The empire of the sea: our slippery people 

(Whose love is never link'd to the deserver, 

Till his deserts are past) begin to throw 

Pompey the great, aud all his dignities, 

Upon his son; who, high in name and power, 

Higher than both in blood and life, stands up 

For the main soldier; whose quality, going on, 

The sides o'the world may danger: Much is 

| breeding, 
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AN TONY AND CLEOPATNA. 13 
Which, like the courser's hair, hath yet but liſe, 


And not a serpent's poison. Say, our pleasure, 
To such whose place is under us, requires 
Our quick remove from hence, 


Eno. I shall do't. [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Enter CrrOPATRA, CHARMIAN, IRAs, and Arexac, 


Cleo. Where is be? 
Char. I did not see him since. 
Cleo. See where he is, who's with him, what 
| he does : — 
I did not send you; — If you find him sad, 
Say, Jam dancing; if in mirth, report 
That I am sudden sick: Quick, and return. 


[Exit Alexas. 
Char. Madam, methinks, if you did love him 
dearly, 


You do not hold the method to enforce 
The like from him. 


Cleo. What should I do, I do not? 


Char, In each thing give him way, croſs him 
in nothing. 


Cleo. Thou teachest like a fool: the way to 
lose him. 


Char. Tempt him not so too far; IT wish, for- 
bear; 


In time we hate that which we often fear. 


Enter AxTOxNY. 


But here comes Antony. 
Cleo. T am sick, and sullen. 


Ant. I am sorry to give breathing to my pur- 
pose. — 
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Cleo. Help me away, dear Charmian, I shall 
fall; 
Tt cannot be thus long, the sides of nature 
Wil! not sustaimit. 
Ant. Now, my dearest queen, — 
Cleo. Pray yon, stand farther from me. 
Ant. What's the manrter ? 
Cleo. I know, by that same eye, there's some 
good news. | 
What says the marry'd woman? — Yor may go; 
Would, she had ne: er given vor lea e to come! 
Let her not say, 'tis | that keep you here, 
] have no power upon you; hers you are. 
Ant, The gods best know, —- 
Glo, O, never was there queen 
So mightily betrav'd! Vet, at the first, 
] saw the treagons planted. 
Ant, Cleopatra. 
Cleo. Why $should I think, you can be mine, 
| and true, | 
Though you in swearing shake the throned gods, 
Who bave _—_ false to Fulvia? Riotous mad- 
neſs, | 
To he entangled with those month-made vows 
Which break themselves in Swearing ! 
Ant. Most sweet queen, — 
Cleo. Nay, pray you, seek no colour for your 
oing, 
But bid farewel, and go: when you 8v'd staying, 
Then was the time for words: No going then "ral 
Frernity was in our lips, and eyes; 
Bliſs in our brows” bent; none our parts so poor, 
But was a race of heaven: They arc so still, 
Or thou, the greatest soldier of the world, 
Alt turn'd the greatest liar, 
Ant. How now, lady! 
Cleo, I would, | bad thy inches; thou should'st 
know, 
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There were a beart in Egypt. 
Ant. Hear me, queen ; | 
The strong necessity of time commands 
Our services a wbile; but my full heart 
Remains in use with you. Our Italy 
Shines o'er with civil swords: Sextus, Pompeius 
Makes his approaches to the port of Rome: 
quality of two domestick powers 
Breeds scrupulous faction: The hated, grown to 
strength, | 
Are newly grown to love: the condemn'd Pom- 
pey, | 
Rich in his father's honour, creeps apace 
Into the hearts of such as have not thriv'd 
Upon the present state, Whose numbers th-eaten : 
And quietnels, grown sick of rest, would purge 
By any desperate change: My more particular, 
And that which most with you should safe my 
oing, 
Is Fulvia's death. 
Cleo, Though age from folly could not give me 
freedom, 
It does from childishneſs: — Can Fulvia die? 
Ant, She's dead, my queen: 
Look here, and, at thy sovereign leisure, read 


The garboils sbe awak'd; at the last, best: 


See, when, and where she died, 
Cleo. O most false love! 
Where be the sacred vials thou should'st fill 
With sorrowful water? Now I see, I see, 
In Fulvia's death, how mine receiv'd shall be, 
Ant. Quarre) no more, but be prepar' to knoyy 
The purposes I bear; which are, or cease, 
As you shal! give the advice; By the fire, 
That quickens Nilus' slime, I go from hence, 
Thy soldier, servant; making peace, or war, 
As thou affect'st. | | 
Cleo. Cut my lace, Charmian, come; — 
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But let it be. — I am quickly ill, and well: 
So Antony loves. 

Ant. My precious queen, forbear; 
Aud give true evidence to his love, which stands 
An honourable trial. 

Cleo. So Fulvia told me. 
I privthee, turn aside, and weep for her; 
Then bid adieu to me, and say, the tears 
Belong to Egypt: God now, play one scene 
Of excellent dissembling; and let it look 
Like perfect honour. 

Ant. You'll beat my blood; no more. 

Cleo. You can do better vet; but this 1s s meetly. 

Int. Now, by my sw -ord, — 

Cleo, And target, — Still he FO 

But this is not the best: Look, pr'ythee, Char- 
mien. 

How this Herculean Roman does become 
The carriage of his chafe. 

Ant. I' leave you, lady, 

Cleo. Courteous lord, one word. 
Sir, you and [ mast part, — but that's not it: 
Sir, you and I have lov'd, — but there's not it: 
That you know well: Something it is I would, — 
O, my oblivion is a very Antony, 
And | am all forgotten. 

Ant. But that your royalty 
Holds idlenel[s your subject, I should take you 
For idienef> itself. 

Cleo. *'Tis sweating labour, 
To bear such idleneſs so near the heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, sir, forgive me; 
Since my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to you: Your honour calls you hence; 
Ticrefore be deaf to my unpitied folly, 
And all the gods 80 with you! upon your sword 
Sit lanrel victory! and smooth succeſs 
Be strew'd before your feet! 
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Ant. Let us go. Come; 
Our separation 80 abides, and ſlies, 
That thou, residing here, go'st yet with me, 
And I, hence fleeting, here remain with thee. 
Away. [Eæxeunt. 


SCENE IV. 


Rome. An Apartment in Caesar's houge. 


Enter Octavins Catsan, Leripus, and Attendants. 


Caes. You may see, Lepidus, and henceforth 
know, 
It is not Caesar's natural vice to hate 
One great competiior; From Alexandria 
{his is the news; He fishes, drinks, and wastes 
ne lamps of night in revel: is not more manlike 
Than Cleopatra; nor the queen of Ptolemy 
More womanly than he: hardly gave audience, 
or 
Vouchsaf'd to think he had partners: You shall 
ind there | 
A man, who is the abstract of all faults 
That all men follow. 
Ley. I must not think, there are 
Evils enough to darken all his goodneſs ; 
His faults, in him, seem as the spots of heaven, 
More firy by night's blackneſs; hereditary, | 
Rather than purchas'd; what he cannot change, 
Than what be chooses. 
Caes. You are too indulgent: Let us grant, it 
is not 
Amiſs to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy ; 
To give a kingdom for a mirth; to sit 
And keep the turn of tippling with a slave; 
To reel the streets at noon, and stand the buffet 
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With knaves that. smell of sweat: say, this be- 
comes him, 

(As his composure must be rare indeed, 

Whom these things cannot blemish,) yet must 

| Antony 

No way excuse his soils, when we do bear 

So great weight in his lightneſs, If he fill'd 

His vacancy with his voluptrousnels, 

Full surfeits, and the drynels of his bones, 

Call on him for't: but, to confound such time, 

That drums -_ from his sport, and speaks as 
lou 

As his own state, and ours, — 'tis to be chid 

As we rate boys; who, being mature in know- 
ledge, 

Pawn their e to their present pleasure, 

And so rebel to judgment. 


Enter a Messen ger. 


Lep. Here's more news. | 
Mes. 'Thy biddings have been done; and eyery 
hour, 
Most noble Caesar, sbalt thou have report 
How *tis abroad. Pompey is strong at sea; 
And it appears, he 1s belov'd of those 
That only have fear'd Caesar: to the ports 
The discontents repair, and men's reports 
Give him much wroneg'd. 
Caes. I should have known no leſs: — 
Tr hath been taught us from the primal state, 
That he, which is, was wish'd, until he were; 
And the ebb'd man, ne'er lov'd, till ne'er worth 
love, | 
Comes dear'd, dy being lack'd. This common 
body, 9 FE 
Like to a abound flag upon the stream, 
Goes to, and back, lackying the yarying tide, 
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To rot itself with motion. 
Mes. Caeser, | biing thee word, 

NMeneciates and Menas. famous virates, 

Make the sea serve them; which they ear and 
wound i 

With keels of every kind: Many hot inroads 

They make in Italy: the borders maritime 

Leck b'ood to think on't, and flush youth revolt: 

No vessel can peep forth, but 'tis as soon 

Taken as seen; for Pompev's name strikes more, 

Than could his war resisted. 

Cars. Antony, 
Leue thy lascivious wisssels. When thou once 
VW ast beaten from Modena, where thou slew'st 
Hirtius and Panse, consuls, at thy bee! 

Did famine follow; whom thou fought'st against, 
Though daintily brought up, with patience more 
Than savages could suffer: Thou didst drink 
The stale of horses, and the gilded puddle 
Which beasts would cough at; thy palate then 

did deign 
The rougbest berry on the rudest hedge; 

Yea, like the stag, when snow the pasture sheets, 
The barks of trees thou browsed'st; on the Alps, 
Tt is r-ported, thou didst eat strange flesh, 
Which some did die to look on: And all this 

(It wounds thine honour, that T speak it now) 
Was borne so like a soldier, that thy cheek 

So much as lank'd not. 

Lep. It is pity of him. 

Caes. Let his shames quickly 
Drive him to Rome: Tis time we twain 
Did shew ourselves i' the field; and, to that end, 
As8emble me immediate council: Pompey 
'Thrives in our idleneſs. 

Lep. To-morrow, Caesar, T 
I 8ball be furnish'd to inform you rightly 
Both what by sea and land I can be able, 
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To *front this present time. 
Caes, Till which encounter, 
Tt is my busineſs too. Varewel. 
Lep. Farewel, wy lord: What you $hall know 
mean time 
Of stirs abroad, I shall beseech you, sir, 
'To Jet me be partaker. 
Caes, Doubt not, sir; 
I knew it for my bond. [Exeunt, 


$3 


SCENE V. 


Alexandria, A Room in the Palace. 


Enter CL.eoyATRA, CHARMIAN, IRAs, and MAR DIAN. 


Cle. Charmian, — 
Char. Madam. / 
Cleo, Ha, ha! — Give me to drink mandragora, 
Char. Why, madam ? 
Cleo. Thar I might sleep out this great gap of I 
time, 
My Antony is away, 
Char. You thiuk of him too much. 
Cleo. O, 'tis treason ! 
Char. Madam, I trust, not so. 
Cleo. Thou, eunuch! Mardian! 
Mar. What's your bighneſs' pleacure ? 
Cleo. Not now to hear thee sing; I take no 
leasure 
In augbt an eunuch has: Tis well for thee, 
That, being unsemiuar'd, thy freer thoughts 
May not fy forth of Egypt. Hast thou affec- 
tions ? 


Mar. Yes, voracious madam. 
Cleo. Indeed? 
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Mar. Not in de-d, madam; for I can do no- 
thin 

But what in deed is honest to be done: 

Yet have | fierce aifections, and think, 

What Venus 4id with Mars. 

Cleo, O Charmian, 

Where think'st thou he is now? Stands he, or 
sits he? 

Or does he walk? or is he on his horse? 

() happy horse, to bear the weight of Antony! 

Do bravely, borse! for wot'st thou whom thou 
mov'st? 

The demy Atlas of this earth, the arm 

And burgonet of men — He's speaking now, 

Or murmurivg, Where's my Serpent of old Nile? 

For so he calls me; Now I feed myself 

With most delicious poison: — Think on me 

That am with Phoebus' amorons pinches black, 

And wrinkled deep in time? Broad-froated Cae- 
sar, 

When thou wast here above the ground, I was 

A morsel for a monatch; and great Pompey 

Would stand, and make his eyes grow in my 
brow ; 

There would he anchor his aspect, and die, 

With looking on his life. 


Enter ALEXAS. 


Alex. Sovereign of Egypt, bail! 

Cleo. How much unlike art thou Mark Antony 
Yet, coming from him, that great medicine hath 
With his tiact gilded thee. — 

How goes it with my brave Mark Antony? 

Alex. Last thing he did, deer queen, 

He kiſs'd, — the last of many doubled kisses, — 
This orient pear]; His speech sticks in my heart, 
Cleo. Mine ear must pluck it thence. 
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Alex. Good friend, quoth he, 7 
Sav, the firm Roman to great Egypt Sends F 
This treasure of an oysUter at whose ſoot, | | 
To mend the petty present, I will piece | 
Her opulent throne with kingdoms All the east, 1 
Say thou, shall call her misreſs. So he nodded, 


And soberly did mount an arm-gaunt steed, 
Who neigh'd 8 that what I would have 
S$POKEe 
Was beastly dumb by him. 
Cleo. What, was he sad, or merry ? 
Alex. Like to the time o'the year between the 
extremes 
Of hot and cold; he was nor sad, nor merry. | 
Cleo. O well-divided disposition! — Note him, 
Note him, 2 Charmian, 'tis the man; but note 
im: 
He was not sad; for he would shine on those 
That make their looks by his: he was not merry; 
Which seem'd to tell them, his remembrance lay | 
In Egypt with his joy: but between both: * 
O heavenly mingle! — Br'st thou sad, or merry, 
The violence of either thee becomes; 
So does it no man else. — Met'st thou my posts? 
Alex. Ay, madam, twenty several messengers: 
Why do you send so thick ? 
Cleo. Who's born that day 
When I forget to send to Antony, 
Shall die a beggar. — Ink and paper, Charmian. — 
Welcoine, my good Alexas, — Did I, Charmian, 
Ever love Caesar 80? 
Char, O that brave Caesar! 
Cleo. Be chok'd with such another emphasis! 
Say the brave Antony. | 
Char. The valiant Caesar! 
Cleo. By Lis, I will gi ve thee bloody teeth, 
If thou with Caesar paragon again 
My man of men. 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 23 


Char, By your most gracious pardon, 
Ising but after you. 

Cleo. My sallad days; 
When I was green in judgment: — Cold in blood, 
To SAY, as I said then! — But, come, away; 
Get me ink and paper: he shall have every day 
A several greeting, or IIl unpeople Egypt. 


ACT IL SCENE I. 


Messina, A Room in Pompey's House. * 
8. 


Enter Po EY, MNECRATES, and MEN A 


Pom. If the great gods be just, they shall assist 
The deeds of justest men. 


Mene. Know, worthy Pompey, 
That what they do delay, they not deny, 
2 Pom. Whiles we are suitors to their throne, 


decays 
> The thing we ue for. 
1 Mene, We, ignoraut of ourselves, 


Beg often our own harms, which the wise powers 
Deny us for our good; so find we profit, 
By losing of our prayers, 
Pom. | $hall do well: 
The people love me, and the sea is mine; 
My power's a crescent, and my auguring hope 
Says, it will come to the full, Mark Antony 
In Egypt sits at dinner, and will make 
No wars without doors: Caesar gets money, 
where 
He loses hearts: Lepidns flatters both, 
Of both is flatter'd; but he neither loves, 


H 2 


I 
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Nor either cares for him. i 
Men. Caesar and Le idus 
Are in the field; a mi; oh ty Strength they carry. 
Pom, Where have you this? *tis false. 
Men. From Sailviuns, sir. 
Pom. He dreams; I know, they are in Rome 
together, 


Looking for Antony: But all the charms of love, 


Salt Cleopatra, soften thy wan lip! 

Let witchcraft join with beauty, lust with both! 
Tie up the libertiue in a fi-14 of Fea>ts, 

Keep his brain i ſuming; F. Picurean cooks, 
Sharpen with clovleſs sauce his appetite; 

That sleep and feeding may prorogue his honour, 
Len till a Lethe'd dulncls.— How now e Varrius? 


Enter VAnntrus. | 


Var. This is most certain that T shall deliver: 
Mark Antony 1s every bour in Rome 
Expected; since he went from Egypt, *tis 
A space for farther travel. 

Pom. I could have given le{s matter 
A better ear. — Menas, I did not think, 
This amorous surfeiter would have don'd his helm 
For such a petty war: bis soldiership 
Is twice the other twain: But let us rear 
The h-gher our opinion, that our stirring 
Can flom the lap of Fgyot's widow pluck 
The ne'er lust-Wwearied Antony. 

Men. IT cannot hope, 
Caesar and Antony sball well greet together: 
His wife, that's dead, did trespasses to Caesar; 
His brothe: warr'd upon him; although, I think, 
Not mov'd by Antony. 

Pom. 1 know not, Menas, 
How lesser enmities may give way to greater. 
Were't not that we stand up againet them all, 
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Twere pregnant they should square between 
| themselves; 

For they have entertained canse enough 

To draw their swords: bat how.,the fear of us 

May cement their divis!on+,and bind up 


The perry difference, we yet not know. 


Be it as our gods will have it! It only stands 


Our lives upon, to use our strongest hands. 


Come, Nicnas, [Ezeunt. 


SCENE IL 


Rome, A Room in the House of Lepidus. 
Enter EN ORBAn RUS, and LEripus. - 


Ley. Good Enobarbus, 'tis a worthy deed, 
And shall become you well, | 
cat in 
To soft and gentle speech. 
Fno. IT shall entreat him 
To answer like himself: if Caesar move him, 
Let Antony lock over Caevsar*s head, 
And speak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter, 
Were I the wearer of Antonius' beard, 
I would not shav't to-day, 
Lep. "Vis not a time 
For private stomaching. 
Eno. Every time 
Serves for the matter that is then born in it. 
Lep. But small to greater matters must give 
way. 
Eno. Not if the small come ſirst. 
Lep, Your speech is passion: 


But, pray you, stir no embers up, Here comes 
The noble Antony, ho 


to entreat your 


A 
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Enter AN rox x, and VENTIDIUS. 
Eno. And yonder, Caesar. 


Enter CarsAn, Mrecarxas, and AGrieyA, 


Ant. If we compose well here, to Parthia ; 
Hark you, Ventidius. 
Caes. I do not know, 
Mecaenas, ask Agrippa. 
Ley. Noble friends, 
That which combin'd us was most great, and let 
not 
A leaner action rend us. What's amiſs, 
May it be gently beard: When we debate 
Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murder in healing wounds: Then, noble part- 
ners, 
(The rather, for I earnestly beseech,) 
Touch you the sourest points with sweetest 
terms, 
Nor curstneſs grow to the matter. 
Ant. Tis spoken well: 
Were we before our armies, and to fight, 
I should do thus. 
Caes, Welcome to Rome, 
Ant. Tbank you. 
Caes, Sit. 
Ant. Sit, sir! 
Caes, Nay, then — 
Ant, I learn, you take things ill, which are 
not 80; 
Or, being, concern you not. 
Caes. I must be laugh'd at, 
If, or for nothing. or a little, I 
Should say myself offended; and with you 
Chiefly i the world; more Jaugh'd at, that T 
should 
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Once name you derogately, when to sound your 
name 
It not concern'd me, 
Ant. My being in Egypt, Caesar, 
What was't to you 
Caes. No more than my residing here at Rome 
Might be to you in Egypt: Yet, if you there 
Did practise on my state, your being in Egypt 
Might be my questiou, 
Ant, How intend you, practis'd ? 
Caes. You may be pleas'd to catch at mine in- 
tent, 
By what did here befa] me. Your wife, and 
brother, 
Made wars upon me; and their contestation 
Was theme for you, you were the word of war, 
Ant. You do mistake your businels; my brother 
never 
Did urge me in his act I did enquire it; 
And have wy learning from some true reports, 
That drew their swords with you. Did be not 
rather 
Discredit my authority with yours ; 
And make the wars alike against my stomach, 
Hoving alike your cause? Of this, my letters 
Before did satisfy you. If you'll patch a quarrel, 
As matter whole you have not to make jt with, 
It must not be with this. 
Caes. You praise yourself 
By laying defects of judgment to me; but 
You patch'd up your excuses, 
Ant. Not so, not 80; | 
I know you could not lack, I am certain on't, 
Very necessity of this thought, that J, 
Your partner in the cause *gaingt v. bich be fought 


Could uot with graceful cyes attend thoges Wars 


Which'fronted mine own peace, As for my wits, 
I would you had ber spuit in such another: 
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The third o' the world is yours; which with a 5 
snaffle 5 

You may pace casy, but not such a wife. 
Eno. Would, we had all such wives, that the | 
men might go to wars with the women! j 
Ant. So much uncurbable, ber garhoils, Caesar, to 
Made out of her impatience, (which not wanted x? 


Shrewdnels of policy too,) I grieving grant, 
Did you too much disquiet: for that, you must 
But say, I could not help it. 


Caes. T wrote to you, Is 
When rioting in Alexandria; you I< 
Did pocket up my letters, and with taunts #4 
Did gibe my missive out of audience. $* 

Ant. Sir, . 5 
He fell upon me, ere admitted; then | 5 

Three kings I had newly feasted, and did want J ; 
Of what L was i' the morning: but, next day, 5 ; 
T told him of myself; which was as much 1 * 
As to have ask'd him pardon: Let this fellow x 4 
Be nothing of our strife; if we contend, 42 
Out of our question wipe him. 7 

Caes. You have broken : $ 
The article of your oath; which you shall never 1 
Have tongue to charge me with. 5 

Lep. Soft, Caesar. = 

Ant. No, Lepidus, let him speak; £ 


The honour's sacred which he talks on now, 
Supposing that I lack'd it: But on, Caesar; 
The article of my oath. — 
Caes. To lend me arms, and aid, when I re- 
| quir'd them; | 
The which you both deny'd. 
Ant. Neglected, rather; 
And then, when poison'd hours had bound me up 
From mine own knowledge. As nearly as I may, 
III play the penitent to you: but mine honesty 
Shall not make poor my greatnels, nor my power 
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Work without it: Truth is, that Fulvia, 
To have me out of Egypt, made wars here; 
For which myself, the ignorant motive, do 
So far ask pardon, as belits mine honour 
To stoop in such a case. 

Lep. Tis noble spoken. 

Mec. If it might please you, to enforce no 
; b further 
8 The griefs between ye: to forget them quite, 

1 Were to remember that the present need 
* Speaks to atone you. 
0 Lep. Worthily spoken, Mecaenas. 

Eno. Or, if you borrow one another's love for 
the instant, you may, when you hear no more 
words of Pompey, return it again: you $hall have 
time to wrangle in, when you have nothing else 
to do. | 

Ant. Thou art a soldier only; speak no more. 

Eno. That truth should be silent, I had almost 
forgot. 

Ant. You wrong, this presence, therefore speak 
no more. 

Eno. Go to then; your considerate stone. 

Caes. I do not much dislike the matter, but 
The manner of his speech: for it cannot be, 


a We shall remain in friendship, our conditions 

75 So diflering in their acts. Yet, if I knew 

* What hoop should hold us staunch, from edge to 
43 eilge 


O' the world I would pursue it. 
Agr. Give me leave, Caesar, — 
Caes. Speak, Agrippa. 
Agr. Thou hast a sister by the mother's side, 
Admir'd Octavia: great Mark Antony 
Is now a widower. 
Caes. Say not so, Agrippa; 
If Cleopatra heard you, your reproof 
Were well deserv'd of rasbnels. 
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Ant. Lam not married, Caesar: let me hear 
Agtipps further speak. 

Agr. To hold you in perpetual amity, 
To make you brotbers, and to knit your hearts 
With an unslipping knot, take Antony 
O-tavia to his wife: whose beauty claims 
No worse a husband than the best of men; 
Whose virtue, and whose general graces, speak 
That which none else can utter. By this mar- 

riage, N 
Al little jealousies, which now seem great, 
And all great fears, which now import their 
dangers, 

Would then be notbing: truths would be tales, 
W here now half tales be truths ; her love to both, 
Would. each to other, and all loves to both, 
Draw after her. Pardon what I have spoke; 
For 'tis a studied, not a present thought, 
By duty ruminated, _ 

Ant. Will Caesar speak? 

Caes, Not till he hears how Antony is touch'd 
With what is spoke already. 

Ant, What power is in Agrippa, 
Tf I would say, Agrippa, be it so, 
To make this good ? 

Caes. The power of Caesar, and 
His power unto Octavia, 

Ant. May I never 
To this good purpose, that so fairly shews, 
Dream of impediment! — Let me have thy hand: 
Further this act of grace; and, from this bour, 
The heart of brothers govern in our loves, 
And sway our great designs ! 

Caes. There is my band. 
A sister I hequeath you, whom no brother 
Did ever love o dearly: Let her live 
To join our kingdoms, and our hearts; and never 
Fly off our loves again! 
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Lep. Happily, amen! 
Ant. I did not think to draw my sword *gainst 
Pompey ; 
For he hath laid strange courtesies, and great, 
Of late upon me: I must thank him only, 
Lest my remembrance suffer ill report; 
At heel of that, defy him. 
Lep. Time calls upon us: , 
Of us must Pompey presently be sought, 
Or else he seeks out us. 
Ant. And where lies he? 
Caes. About the Mount Misenum. 
Ant, What is bis strength by laud? 
Caes. Great, and increasing: but by sea 
He is an absolute master. 
Ant. So is the fame. 1 
Would, we had spoke together! Haste we for it: 
Yet, ere we put ouiselves in arms, dispatch we 
The busineſs we have talk'd of. 
Caes. With most gladnels ; 
And do invite you to my sister's view, 
Whither straight I will lead you, 
Ant. Let ns, Lepidus, 
Not lack your company, 
Lep. Noble Antony, 
Not sickneſs should detain me. 


[Flourich, Exeunt CASA, AnTONyY, and 
Lzy1DpvUs. 


Mec. Welcome from Egypt, sir. 

Fno, Half the heart of Caesar, worthy Mecae- 
nas! — my honourable friend, Agrippa! — 

Agr. Good Enobarbus ! 


Mec. We have cause to be glad, that matters 
are so well digested. You stay'd well by it in 
Egypt. 

no. Ay, sir; we did sleep day out of coun» 
tenance, and made the night light with drinking, 
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Swell with the touches of those flower-soft hands, 


Mee. Eigbt wild boars roasted whole at a break- 
fast, and but twelve persons there; Is this true? 

Eno. This was bnt as a fly by an eagle: we had 
much more monstrous matter of feast, which wor- 
thily deserved noting. 

Mec. She's a most trinmphant lady, if report 
be square to her. 

Eno. When she first met Mark Antony, she 
pursed up his heart, upon the river of Cydnus. 

Agr, There she appear'd indeed; or my reporter 
de sd well for her. 

Eno 1 will tel] you: 
The barge sbe sat in, like a burnish'd throne, 
B-rn'd on the water: the poop was beaten gold; 
Purple the sails, and so perfumed, that 
The winds were love ick witli them: the oars 

were silver; 

Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and made 
The water, which they beat, to follow faster, 
As amorous of their strokes. For her own person, 
It beggar'd all description: sbe did lie 
In her pavili n. (cl. »th of gold, of tixsne,) 
O'er-picturing that Venus, where we 8ee 
The fancy out work nature: on each side her, 
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids, 
With diverse-colour'd fans, Whose wind did seem 


To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool, 


And what tbey undid, did. 

* Agr. O, rate for Antony! 

Eno. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 
So many mermaids, tended her i' the eyes, 
And made their hends adornings: at the helm 
A seeming mermaid stecrs ; the silken tackle 


That yarely frame the office. From the barge 
A 5trange invisible perfume bits the sense 

Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast 

Her people out upon her; and Antony, 
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Enthron'd i' the market-place, dil sit alone, 
V histling to the air; which, but tor vacancy, 
ad gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And mare a gap in nature. 

Agr. Rare Egyptian! 

Eno. Upon her landing, Antony sent to her, 
Invited her to supper: she reply'd, | 
1: should be better, be be-ame her guest; 
Which she entreated: Our courteous Antony, 
Whom ve'er the word of no woman heard speak, 


| Being ba1ber'd ten times o'er, goes to the feast; 


And, for his ordinary, pays his heart, 
Ft or what his eyes eat only. 
Agr. Royal wench! 
Sbe made great Caesar lay his sword to bed; 
Le plougb'd her, and she cropt. 
Eno. 1 saw her once 
T'op forty paces through the publick street: 
And having lost ber breath, she spoke, and panted, 
J hat she did make defect, perfection, 
And, bresthleſs, power breathe forth. 
Mec. Now Antony must leave ber utterly. 
Eno. Never; he will not; 
Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale 
Her infinite variety: Other women clo 
The appetites they feed; but she makes hungry, 
Wbeie most sbe satishes. For vilest things 
Become themselves in her; that the holy priests 
Bleis her, when she is riggish. | 
Mec. If beauty, wisdom, modesty, can settle 
The heart of Autony, Octavia is 
A blessed lottery to him, 
Agr. Let us go. — 
Good Enobarbus, make yourself my guest, 
V hilst you abide here. 
Eno. Humbly, sir, I thank you, [Exeunt, 
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SCENE III. 


The same. A Room in Caesar's House. 


Enter Cas AR, AxTtony, Octavia between them; At- 
tendants, and a Soothsay er. 


Ant. The world, and my great office, will 
sometimes 
Divide me from your bosom. 
Octa. All which time, 


Before the gods my knee shall bow my prayers 
To them for you. 


Ant. Good night, sir. — My Octavia, 
Read not my blemishes in the world's report: 
I have not kept my square; but that to come 


Shall all be done by the rule. Good night, dear 
lady, — 
Good night, sir. 
Caes. Good night. [Exeunt Caxs. and Ocr. 
Ant. Now, sirrah! you do wish yourself in 
Egypt? 
Sooth. Would I had never come from thence, 


nor you 

Tbither! 

Ant. If you can, your reason? 

Sooth. I see it in 
My motion, have it not in my tongue: But yet 
Hie yon to Egypt again. 

Ant, Say to me, 
Whose fortunes shall rise higher, Caesar's, or 

mine? | 

Sooth, Caesar's. 
Therefore, O Antony, stay not by his side: 
Thy daemon, that's thy spirit which keeps thee, is 
Noble, courageous, bigh, unmatchable, 
Where Caesar's is not; but, near him, thy angel 
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Becomes a Fear, as being o'erpower'd; therefore 
Make space enough between you. | 

Ant. Speak this no more. 

Sooth. To none but thee; no more, but when 

to thee. 

Tf thou dost play with him at any game, 
Thou art sure to lose; and, of that natural luck, 
He heats thee *painst the odds; thy lustre thickens, 
When he shines by: 1 sav apain,' thy spirit 
Is all afraid to govern thee near him; 
But, he away, tis noble. 

Ant. Get thee gone: 
Say to Ventidius, I would speak with him: — 

[ Exit Soothsayer. 

He shall to Parthia. — Be it art, or hap, 
He bath spoken true: The very dice obey him; 
And, in our sports, my better cunning faints 
Under his chance: if we draw lots, he speeds: 
His cocks do win the battle stil] of mine, 


| When it is all to nought; and his quails ever 


Beat mine, inhoop'd, at odds. I will to Egypt: 
And though I make this marriage for my peace, 


Enter VanTriDivs. 


T the east my pleasute lies. — O, come, Venti- 
dius, { 

You must to Parthia; your commission's ready: 

Follow me, and receive it. [Exzeunt, 


SCE NE IV. 
The same. A Street, 


Enter Lzrtpus, MtCAtNAS, and ARA. 


Lep. Trouble yourselves no farther; pray you, 
hasten | 


56 ANTONY AND CLEO ATRA. 


Your generals alter. 
Agr. Sir, Mark Antony | 
Will e'en but kiſs Octavia, and we'll follow. 
Lep. Till I sball see you in your soldier's dreſs, 
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Which will become you both, faiewel. 
Mec. We $ball, 
As I couceive the journey, be at mount | > 
Before you, Lepidus. + 30 * 
Lep. Your way is shorter, 4 
My purposes do draw me much about; ; 
You'll win two days upon me. | 6 
Mec. Agr. Sir, good succels! 7 
Lep. F arewel. [ Exeunt. 7 
SCENE V. | / 
Alexandria, A Room in the Palace. 
Enter CLeorATRA, CHARMIAN, IRAs, and ALEXAS. ö 
Cleo. Give me some musick; mus ick, moody 3 | 
| food — 8 
Of us that trade in love. * 
Attend, The musick, ho! "4 
Enter ManDiAan. m 


Cleo. Let it alone; let us to billiards ; 
Come, Charmian. 
Char. My arm is sore, best play with Mardian. 
Cleo. As well a woman with an eunuch play'd, 
As with a woman; — Come, you'll play with 
me, dir? 
Mar, As well as I can, madam, 
Cleo. And when good will is ew d. * ongh 
it come too short, 
The actor may plead pardon. Il none now: — 


Give 
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Give me mine angle, — We'll to the river: there, 
My musick playing far oft, Iwill betray 
Tawny-fiun'd fishes; my bended hook shall pierce 
Their slimy jaws; and, as I draw them up, 
T1] think them every one an Antony, 
And say, Ah, ha! you're caught, 

Char. Twas merry, when 


You wager'd on your angling; when your diyer 
Did hang a salt-fish on his hook, which he 
With ferveacy drew up. 

Cleo. That time! — O times! — 


J laugh'd him out of patience; and that night 
J laugh'd him into patience: and next morn, 
Fre the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed; 
Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilst 


I wore his sword Philippan. O! from Italy; — 


Finter a Messen ger. 


Ram thou thy fruitful tidings in mine eaas, 
That long time have been barren, 

Mes. Madam, madam, — 

Cleo. Antony's dead ? — 
If thou say so, villain, thou kill'st thy mistreſs : 
But well aud free, 
If thou so yield him, there is gold, and here 
My bluest veins to kils; a hand, that kings 
Have lipp'd, and trembled kissing. 

Mes. First, madam, he is well. 

Cleo. Why, there's more gold. But, sirrah, 

mark; We nse 

To say, the dead are well: bring it to that, 
The gold I give thec, will T melt, and pour 
Dowu thy 11!-utteiing throat. 

Mes. Good madam, hear me, 

Cleo. Well, go to, I will; 
But there's no goodnels in thy face: If Antony 
Be fre-, and healthful, — why $0 tart a favour 
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To trumpet such good tidings? If not well, 
Thou should'st come like a fury crown'd with 
snakes, 
Not like a formal man. 
Mes, WilPt please you hear me? 
Cleo. T have a mind to strike thee, ere thou 
speak'st: 
Yet, if thou say, Antony lives, is well, 
Or friends with Caesar, or not captive to him, 
'1'il set thee in a shower of gold, and hail 
Rich pearls upon thee. 
Mes. Madam, he's well. 
Cleo. Well said. 
Mes. And fricads with Caesar. 
Cleo. Thou art an honest man. 
Mes. Caesar and he are greater friends than 
ever. 
Cleo. Make thee a fortune from me. 
Nes. But yet, madam, — 
Cleo. I do not like but yet, it does allay 
The good precedence; fye upon but yet: 
But yet is as a gaoler to bring forth 
Some monstrous malefactor. Pr'ythee, friend, 
Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear, 
The good and bad together: He's friends with 


Caesar; 
In state of health, thou say'st; and, thou say'st, 
free. | 
Mes. Free, madam! no; I made no such re- 
ort: 


He's bound unto Octavia. 
Cleo. For what good turn? 
Mes. For the best turn i' the bed. 
Cleo. | am pale Charmian. 
Mes. Madam, he's married to Octavia. 
Cleo. The most infectious pestilence upon 
| thee! [Strikes him down. 
Mes. Good madam, patience. 
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Cleo. What say you? — Hence. 


[Strikes him again, 
Horrible villain! or TI] spurn thine eyes 
Like balls before me; [Il unbair thy head; 
[She hales him up and down. 
Thou shalt be whipt with wire, and stew'd in 
brine, 
Smarting in ling'ring pickle. 
Mes. Gracious madam, 
I, that do bring the news, made not the match. 


Cleo. Say, 'tis not so, a province I will give 
thee, 


And make thy fortunes proud: the blow thou 
hadst 
Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage; 


And I will boot thee with what gift beside 
Thy moresty can beg. | 


Mes. He's married, madam. 
Cleo. Rogue, thou hast liv'd too long. 
[draws a dagger. 
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Mes. Nay, then I'll run: — | 
What mean you, madam? I have made no fault. 
[ Exit. 
Char. Good madam, keep yourself within 


yourself; 
The man is innocent. 


Cleo. * 33 'scape not the thunder- 
O01It. — 
Melt Egypt into Nile! and kindly creatures 
Turn all to serpents! — Call the slave again; 
Though I am mad, I will not bite him: — Call. 
Char, He is afeard to come. 
Cleo. I will not hurt him: — 
These hands do lack nobility, that they strike 
A meaner than myself; since I myself 


Have given myself the cause. — Come hither, 
sir. | 
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Re-enter Messenger. 


Though it be bonest, it is never good 
To bring bad news: Give to a gracious message 
An host of tongues; but Jet ill tidings tell 
Themselves, when they be felt. 
Mes. I have done my duty. 
Cleo. Is he married ? 
T cannot hate thee worser than I do, 
If thou again say, Yes. 
Mes. He is married, madam. 
Cleo. The gods confound thee! dost thou bold 
there still? 
Mes. Should I lie, madam ? 
Cleo. O, I would, thou didst; 
So half my Egypt were submerg'd, and made 
A cistern for scal'd snakes! Go, get thee hence; 
Had'st thou Narcissus in thy face, to me 
Thou would'st appear most ugly. He is mar- 
ried ? 
Mes. I crave your highnelſs* pardon. 
Cleo. He is married | 
Mes. Take no offence, that I would not of- 
fend you: 
To punish me for what you make me do, 
Seems much unequal: He is married to Octavia, 
Cleo. O, that his fault should make a knave 
of thee, 
That art not! — What? thou'rt sure oft? —- 
Get thee hence: 
The merchandise, which thou hast brought from 


Rome, 

Are all too dear for me; Lie they upon thy 
hand. 

And be undone by 'em! [Exit Messenger. 


Char. Good your highnels, patience. 


Cleo. In praisiug Antony, I have disprais'd 
Caesar. 
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Char. Many times, madam. 


Cleo. I am paid for it now. Lead me from 
hence, | 
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1 J faint; O Tras, Charmian, — Tis no matter: — 
7 Go to the fellow, good Alexas; bid him 
4 Report the feature of Octavia, her years, 
A Her inclination, let him not leave out 
5 The colour of her hair: — bring me word 
$- quickly. — [Exit Alexas. 
es ſe 4 
a, Let him ſor ever go: — Let him not — Char- 
75 miau, 
N . . 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 
955 The other way he's a Mars: — Bid you Alexzxas 
1 [To Ma:dian. 
Bring me word, how tall she is. — Vity me, 
LAG Charmian, 
But do not speak to me, — Lead me to my 
| chamber. [ Exeunt, 
: 
8 $CEN-E* YT. 
"1 Near Misenum. f 
1 8 Enter PomeEY, and MenAs, at one side, with drum 
15 and trumpet: at another, CAESAR, LEyviDus, AN ro- 


ny, ENOBARBUS, MECAENAS, with Soldiers marching, 


+ Pom. Your hostages I have, so ha 
And we shall talk before we fight. 
Cacs. Most meet, | 


That first we come to words; and therefore 
have we 
Our written purposes before us sent: 
Which, if thou Fs consider'd, let us know 
If "twill tie up thy discontented sword; 5 
And carry back to Sicily much tall youth, 
= That else must perish here. 


ve you mine; 


\ 
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Pom. To you all three, 
The senators alone of this great world, 
Chief factors for the gods, — I do not know, 
Wherefore my father hould revengers want, 
Having a son, and friends; since Julius Caesar, 
Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghosted, 
There saw you labouring for bim. What was 
it, 
That mov'd pale Cassins to conspire? And 
What made all-honou'd, honest, Roman Brutus, 
With the am'd rest, courtiers of beauteous free— 
dom, 
To drench the Capitol; but that they would 
Have one man but a man? And that is it, 
Hath made me rig my navy; at whose burden 
The ange'd ocean foams; with which I meant 
To scourge the ingratitude that despightful Rome 
Cast on my noble father. 
Caes. Vake your time. 


Ant. Thou canst not fear us, Pompey, with 


thy sails, 
We'll speak with thee at sea: at land, thou 
know'st 
How much we do o'er-count thee. 
Pom. At land, indeed, 
Thou dost o'er-count me of my father's house: 
But, since the cuckoo builds not for himself, 
Remain in't, as thou may'st. 
Lep. Be pleas'd to tell us, | 
(For this is from the present,) how you take 
The offers we have sent you. 
Caes. There's the point. 
Ant. Which do not be entreated to, but weigh 
What it is worth embrac'd. 
Caes. And what may follow, 
To try # larger fortune. 
Pom. You have made me offer 
Of Sicily, Sardinia; and I must 
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Rid all the sea of pirates: then, to send 
Nleasures of wheat to Rome: This 'greed upon, 
To part with unhack'd edges, aud bear back 
Our targes undinted. 
Caes, Ant. Lep. That's our offer. 
Pom. Know then, 
T came before you here, a man prepar'd 
To take this offer: But Mark Antony 
Put me to some impatience: — Though I lose 
The praise of it by telling, You must know, 
When Caesar and your brother were at blows, 
Your mother came to Sicily, and did find 
Her welcome friendly. 
Ant. I have heard it, Pompey; 
And am well studied for a liberal thanks, 
Which 1 do owe you. 
Pom. Let me have your hand : 
I did not. think, sir, to have met you here. 
Ant. The beds i' the east are soft; and thanks 
to you, 
That call'd me, timelier than my purpose, hither; 
For | have gain'd by it. 
Caes. Since | saw you last, 
There is a change upon you, 
Pom. Well, I know not, 
What counts harsb fortune casts upon my face; 
But in my bosom shall she never come, 
To make my heart her vassal. 
'Lep Well met here. 
Pom. I hope so, Lepidus, — Thus we are 
agreed ; 
I crave, our composition may be written, 
And seal'd between us. 
Caes. That's the next to do. | 
Pom, Wen feast each other, ere we part; and 
St us | 
Draw lots, who shall begin. 
Ant, That will I, Pompey. 
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Pom. No, Antony, take the lot: but, first, 
Or last, your fine Egyptian cookery 
Shall have the fame. I have heard, that Julius 
Caesar 
Grew fat with feasting there. 
Ant. You have heard much. 
Pom. I have fair meanings, sir. 
Ant. And fair words to them. 
Pom. Then so much have I heard: — 
And I have heard, Apollodorus carried — 
Eno. No more of that: — He did so. 
Pom. What, I pray you? 
Eno. A certain queen to Caesar in a mattreſs. 
Pom. I know thee now; How far'st thou, 
soldier? 
Eno. Well; 
And well am like to do; for, I perceive, 
Four feasts are toward. 
Pom. Let me sbake thy hand; 
I never hated thee: I have seen thee fight, 
When I have envied thy behaviour. 
Eno. Sir, 
I never lov'd you much; but I have prais'd you, 
When you have well deserv'd ten times as much 
As I have said you did. 
Pom. Enjoy thy plainneſs, 
It nothing ill becomes thee. — 
Aboard my galley I invite you all: 
Will you lead, lords? 
Caes. Ant. Lep. Shew us the way, sir. 
Pom. Come. [Exeunt Poux, CAEsARn, Ax- 
Tony, Lipos, Soldiers, and Attendants. 
Men. Thy father, Pompey, would ne'er have 
made this treaty. — {aside.} — You and I have 
known, sir. 
Eno. At sea, I think. 
Men. We have, sir. 


Eno. Lou have done well by water. 
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Men. And you by land. 


Eno. I will praise any man that will praise 
me: though it cannot be denied what I have 
done by land. 

Men. Nor what T have done by water. 

Eno. Yes, something you can deny for your 
own safety: you have been a great thief by sea. 

Men. And you by land. 

Eno. There I deny my land service. But give 
me your hand, Menas: If our eyes had authority, 
here they might take two thieves kissing. 

Men. All men's faces are true, whatsoe'er their 
hands are. 

Eno. But there is never a fair woman has a 
true face. 

Men, No slander; they steal hearts. 

Eno, We came hither to fight with you. 

Men, For my part, I am sorry it is tura'd to a 
drinking. Pompey doth this day laugh away his 
fortune. 

Eno, If he do, sure, he cannot weep it back 
apain, 

Men. You have said, sir. We look'd not for 


Mark Antony here; Pray you, is he married to 
Cleopatra ? | | 


Eno. Caesar's sister is call'd Octavia. 
Men. True, sir; she was the wife of Caius 


Marcellus. 


Eno. But she is now the wife of Marcus An- 
tonius. ; 


Men. Pray you, sir? 


Eno. Tis true. 


Men, Then is Caesar, and he, for ever knit 
together. | 


Eno. If I were bound to divine of this unity, 
I would not prophesy so. 

Men, I think, the policy of that purpose made 
more in the marriage, than the love of the parties. 
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Eno. I think so too. But you shall find, the 
band that »eems to tie their friendsbip together, 
will be the very strangler of their amity : Octavia 
1s of a holy, cold, and still conversation. 

Men. Who would not have his wife 80? 

Eno. Not be, that bim-elf is not so; which is 
Mark Antony. He will to his Egyptian dish 1 
again: then shall the sighs of Octavia blow he 
fire up in Caesar; and, as | said before, that 
which is the strength of their amity, shall prove 
the immediate author of their variance. Antony 
will use his affection where it is; he marry'd but 
his occasion here. 

Men. And thus it may be. Come, sir, will you 
aboard? I have a bealth for you. 

Eno. IT shall take it, sir: we have us'd our 
throats in Egypt. 


Men. Come; let's away. [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE VIL 


| BAY 
| On board Pompey's Galley, lying near Misenum. "F 
i Musick. Enter two or three Servants, with a banquet. We 
II. 7 
"i 


1. Serv. Here they'll be, man: Some o' their 
plants ate ill-rooted already, the least wind i' the 
world will blow them down. 

2. Serv, Lepiqus is high-colour'd, 

1. Serv. They have made him drink alms-drink. 

2. Serv. As they pinch one another by the dis- 
position, be cries out, no more; reconciles them 
to his entreaty, and himself to the drink. 

1. Serv. But it raises the greater war between 
him and bis discretion. | 

2. Serv. Why, this it is to have a name in 
great men's fellowship: I had as lief have a reed 
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y a. * wh. +. 


that will do me no service, as a partizan I could 
* not beave. 

| I. Serv, To be call'd into a huge sphere, and 
'3Þ not to be seen to move in't, are the holes where 


15 eyes should be, which pitifully disaster the 
* cheeks. 


A sennet sounded. Enter CAESAA, Ax TOS x, 
POMdrETY, LITIIDUS, AGIT PA, Mx- 


CAENAS, ENOAnR BUS, MrNnas, with 
other Captains, 


Ant. Thus do they, sir: [to Caesar.] They take 
the flow o' the Nile 


By certain scales i' the pyramid; they know, 


By the height, the lowneſs, or the mean; if 
dearth, 


Or foizon, follow: The higher Nilus swells, 
The more it promises: as it ebbs, the seedsman 


Upon the slime and ooze scatters his grain, 
And shortly comes to harvest. 


Lep. You have strange serpents there. 
Ant. Ay, Lepidus. 


Ley. Your serpent of Egypt is bred now of 


your mud by the operation of your sun: 80 is 
your crocodile, 


Ant. They are so. 


Pom. Sit, — and some wine. — A health to 
Lepidus. 


Ley. I am not so well as T should be, but T'll 
ne'er out. 


Vn. Not till you have slept; I fear me, y ou'l] 
be in, till then. 
Lep. Nay, certainly, I have heard, the Piole- 


mies' pyramises are very goodly things; without 
contradiction, I have heard that. 


Men, Pompey, a word. [ Aide. 
Pom. Say in mine ear: What is't? 
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18 AN TONY AND CLEOPATRA. 
Men. Forsake thy seat, I do beseech thee, cap- 
tain, [ Aside, 


And hear me speak a word. 
Pom. Forbear me till anon. — This wine for 
Lepidus. 
Ley. What manner o'thing is your crocodile ? 
he It is sbaped, sir, like it self; and it is as 
broad as it hath breadth: it is jus? 80 tioh as it 
is, and moves With its own organs: it U. es by 
that which nourizheth it; and the elements once 
out of it, it trausmigrates. | 
Lep. What colour is it of ? 
Ant. Of its own colour too. 
Lep. "Tis a strange Serpent. 
Ant. Tis so. And the tears of it are wet. 
Caes. Will this description satisfy him? 
Ant. With the health that Pompey gives him, 
else he is a very epicure. 
Pom, [to Menas aside.] Go, hang, sir bang! 
Tell me of that? awa 


Do as I bid you. — Where's this cup I call'd 


for ? 

Men. If for the sake of merit thou wilt hear 
me, 

Rise from thy stool. [Aside. 


Pom. I think, thou'rt mad. The matter? 
ſrises, and walks aside. 
Men. IT have ever beld my cap off to thy 
fortunes. 
Pom. Thou hast serv'd me with much faith: 
What's else to say? — 
Be jolly, lords. 
Ant. These quick-sands, Lepidus, 
Keep off them. for you sink. 
Men. Wilt thou be lord of all the world? 
Pom What say'st thou? 
Men. Wilt thou be lord of tbe whole world? 
That's twice. 
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ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 
Pom. How shall that be? 


Men. But entertain it, 


And, though thou think me poor, I am the man 
Will give thee all the world. 


Ms Hast thou drunk well? 
Men. No, Pompey, I have kept me from the 
| cup. 
Thou art, if thou dar'st be, the earthly Joye: 
W hate'er the ocean pales, or sky inclips, 
Is thine, if thou wilt have it. 
Pom. Shew me which way. 
Men. 'These three world-sharers, these compe- 
. 
Are in thy vessel: Let me cut the cable; 


And, when we are put off, fall to their throats ; 
All there is thine, 


Pom. Ah, this thou should'st have done, 
And not have spoke on':! In me, tis villany; 
In thee, it had been good service. Thou must 
know. 
"Tis not my profit that does lead mine honour; 
Miue bonour, it. Repent, that &er thy tongue 


Ilath so betray'd thine act: Being done un- 
known, 


T 6hould have found it afterwards well done; 


But must condemn it now. Desist, and drink. 
len. For this, [Aside. 


T1 never follow thy pall'd fortunes more. — 
Who seeks, and will not take, when once "tis 
offer'd, 
Sha'l never find it more. 
Jom. This health to Lepidus. 
Ant. Bear him ashore. — I'll pledge it for bim, 
Pompey. 
Eno. Here's to thee, Menas. 
Men. Knobarbus, welcome. 


Pom, Fill, till the cup be bid, 
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Eno. There's a strong fellow, Menas. 


[Pointing to the "attendant who carries off 
Lepidus. 


Men. Why? 
Fino. He hears 
The third part of the world, man; See'st not ? 


Men. The third part then is drunk: Would 
it were all, 
That it might go on wheels! 


Eno. Drink thou; increase the reels. 
Men. Come. 
Pom. This is not yet an Alexandrian feast. 
Ant. It ripens towards it. — Strike the ves- 
sels, ho! 
Here is to Caesar. 


Caes I could well forbear it. 
Tt's monstrous labour, when I wash my train, 
And it grows fouler. 
Ant. Be a child o' the time. 
Caes. Possels it, I'll make answer: but I had 
iather fast 
From all, four days, than drink 30 much in one. 
Eno. Ha, my brave emperor! [to Ant.] Shall 
we dance now 
The Egyptian Bacchanals, and celebrate our 
drink ? 
Pom. Let's ha't, good soldier. 
Ant. Come, let's all take hands; 
Till that the conquering wine hath steep'd our 
sense 
In soft and delicate Lethe. 
Eno. All take hands, — 
Make battery to our ears with the loud mu- 
s$ick ; — 
The while, I'll place you: Then the boy shall 
Sin 
The holding every man shall bear, as loud 
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As bis strong sides can volly. 
[Musick plays. Enobarbus places them hand 


in hand. 


S O NC. 


Come, thou monarch of the vine, 
Plumpy Bacchus, with pink eyne: 

In thy vats vur cares be droun'd; 
WIuh thy grapes our hairs be croun'd ; 
Cup us tl the world go round; 

Cup us, till the world go round! 


Caes, What would you more ? — Pompey, good 

night. Good brother, 

Let me request vou off; our graver businels 

Frowns at this levity. — Gentle lords, let's part; 

You 8ee, we have burnt our cheeks: strong 
Enobarbe 

Is weaker than the wine; and mine own tongue 

Splits what it speaks: the wild disguise bath 
almost 

Antick'd us all. What needs more words? Good 
night. — 


Good Antony, Your hand. 


Pom. I'll try you on the shore. 
Ant. And shall, sir: give us your hand. 


Pom, O, Antony, you have my father's 
ouse, — 


But what? we are friends : 
the boat. 
Eno. Take heed you fall not. — 


[ Exeunt Pom. Cas. Axr. and Attendants. 
Menas, I'll not on shore. 
Men. No, to my cabin. — 


These drums! — these trumpets, flutes! what! — 
Let Neptune hear we bid a loud farewel 


« 


Come, down into 
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52 AN'TONY AND CLEOPATRA, 
To these great fellows: Sound, and be hang'd, 


sound out. 
14 flourish of trumpets, with drums, 


Eno. Ho, says a! — There's my cap. 
Men. Ho! — noble captain! Come! [Exeunt, 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


A Plain in Syria. 


Enter VeNTipivs, as aſter conquest, with SitL1vus and 
other Romans, officers, and soldiers; the dead body 
of Pacorus borne before him, 


Ven. Now, darting Parthia, art thou struck; 
and now 
Pleas'd fortune does of Marcus Crassus' death 
Make me revenger. — Bear the king's son's 
body 
Before our army: — Thy Pacorus, Orodes, 
Pays this for Marcus Crassus. 


Sil. Noble Ventidius, 
Whilst yet with Parthian blood thy sword is 


Warm. 


The fugitive Pa:ithians follow; spur through 
Media. 


Mesopotamia, and the sbelters whither 


The routed fly; v0 thy grand captain Antony 


Shall set thee on triumphant chariots, and 
Put garlands on thy head. 


Ven. O Silius, Silius, 
I have done cncugh: A lower place, note well, 
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May make too great an act: For learn this, 
Silius; ̃ 

Better to leave undone, than by our deed 

Acquire too high a fame, when him we serve's 
away. 

Caesar, and Antony, have ever won 

More in their officer, than person: Sossins, 

One of my place in Syria, his heutenant, 

For quick accumulation of renown, 

Which he achiey'd by the minute, lost his 
favour. 

Who does i” the wars more than his captain 
can, 

Becomes his captain's captain: and ambition, 


The soldier's virtue, rather makes choice of loſs, 
Than gain, which derkens him. 


1 could do more to do Antonius good, 


But 'twould offend him; and in his offence 
Should my performance perish. 

Sil. Thou hast, Ventidius, that, 

Without the which a soldier, and his sword, 
Grants scarce distinction. Thou wilt write to 
Antony? 

Ven. Il humbly signify what in his name, 
That magical word of war, we have effected; 
Ilow, with bis banners, and his well-paid ranks, 
The ne'er-yet-beaten horse of Parthia 
We have jaded out o' the field, 

Sil, Where is he now? 


Ven. He purposeth to Athens; whither with 
what baste 


The weight we must convey with us will per- 


mit, 
We shall appear before him. — On, there; paſs 
along. [ Exeunt. 
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SC EN E II. 


Rome, An Ante- chamber in Caesar's House. 
Enter ARI A, and ExNoBARBUs, meeting. 


Agr. Wbat, are the brothers parted? 
Eno. They have dispatch'd with Pompey, he 
is gone; 
The other three are sealing. Octavia weeps 13 
To part from Rome: Caesar is sad; and Lepi- 5 


dus, | 
Since Pompey's feast, as Menas says, is trou- 
bled 7 


Wich the green sicknels. 

Agr. "Tis a noble Lepidus, 

Eno. A very fine one: O, how he loves 

Caesar! 
Agr. Nay, but bow dearly he adores Mark 
Antony!“ 

Eno. Caesar? Why, he's the Jupiter of men. 
Agr. What's Antony? The god of Jupiter. 
Eno. Spake you of Caesar? How? the non- 


pareil! 
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iff Agr. O Antony! O thou Arabian bird! 2 ; 
| Eno. Would you praise Caesar, say, — Caesar; 15 
. | — go no further. | 92 
a Agr. Indeed, he ply'd them both with excel- We 
. 2 | lent praises. bh 
Eno. But he 3 Caesar best; — Yet he 5 

loves Antony: 5 


Ho! hearts, tongues, figures, scribes, bards, pocts 
cannot = 
Think, speak, cast, write, sing, number, ho, 
His love to Antony, But as for Caesar, 
Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder. 
Agr. Both he loves. 
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Eno. They are bis shards, and he their beetle. 


So, — 
This is to horse. — Adieu, noble Agrippa. 


[ Trumpets, 
Agr. Good fortune, worthy soldier; and fare- 
wel. 


Enter Carsan, Ax roxr, LI I pus, and Octavia, 


Ant. No further, sir. 
Caes. You take from me a great part of my- 
self; 
Use me well in it. — Sister, prove such a wife 
As my thoughts make thee, and as my farthest 
band 
Shall paſs on thy approof. — Most noble An- 
tony, 
Let not the piece of virtue, which is set 
Betwixt us, as the cement of our love, 
To keep it builded, be the ram, to batter 
The fortreſs of it: for better might we 


Have lov'd without this mean, if on both parts 
This be not cherish'd. 


Ant. Make me not offended 
In your distrust. 

Caes. I have said. 

Ant. You shall not find, 


Though you be therein curious, the least cause 
For what you seem to fear; So, the gods keep 
you, | 
And make the hearts of Romans s 

ends! 
We will bere part. 
Caes. Farewel, my dearest sister, fare thee 
well; 
The elements be kind to thee, and make 
Thy spirits all of comfort! fare thee well. 
Octa. My noble brother! — 
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86 ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 
Ant. The April's in her eyes; It is love's 
SPTIN 
And these the showers to bring it on; — Be 
cheerful. 
Octa. Sir, look well to my husband's house; 
and — 


Caes. What, Octavia? 
Oct. I'Il tell you in your ear. 
Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor 
can 
Her heart inform her tongue: the swan's down 
feather, 
That stands upon the swell at the full of tide, 
And neither way inclines. 
Eno. Will Cacsar weep? [ Avide to Agrippa. 
Agr. He has a cloud id his face. 
Eno. He were the worse for that, were he a 
horse; 
So is he, being a man. 
Agr, Why, Enobarbus? 
When Antony found Julius Caesar dead, 
He cried almost to roaring: and he wept, 
When at Philippi be found Brutus slain. 
Eno. That year, indeed, he was troubled with 
a rheum; 
What willingly he did confound, he wail'd: 
Believe it, till I weep too. 
Caes. No, sweet Octavia, 
You shall hear from me still; the time shall not 
Out-go my thinking on you. 
Ant; Come, sir, come; 
Pl wrestle with you in my strength of love; 
Look, here. I have you; thus I let you go, 
And give you to the gods. 
Caes. Adieu; be happy ! 
Lep. Let k the number of the stars give 
ight 
To thy fair oy] 


Eo 
Es 
+ 
* 
— 4. 
M 
» 
81 
9 
of 
1 
F 


k 
E. 
4 
2 


- 
7 P "ou - 
„ 4 4 
. io Wy Fa 5 * x * 1 
"th. as * 8 4 2 K 
1 22 2 3 5 * Ks 8 : * 


* * 2 8 
2 &S. 


Lip - 
„ thy y 4 £4. * 
S r 
2 


45 
3 
9 

* 
fy 

N 

* % 


ANTON AND CLEOPATRA. 57 
Caes. Farewel, farewel! [Kisses Octavia. 
int. Farewel ! [ Trumpets Sound, Exeunt, 
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SCENE III. 


Alexandria, AI Room in the Palace. 


Tuter CrrovATRA, CHAnMIAN, TRAS, and ALEXAS, 


Cleo. Where is the fellow? 
Alex. Half afeard to come, 
Cleo. Go to, go to: — Come hither, sir. 


4 
: 
[ 
: 
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Enter a Messenger. 


Alex. Good majesty, 
Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you, 
But when you are well pleas'd. 
Cleo. That Herod's head 
I' have: But bow? when Antony is gone 
Through whom I might command it, — Come 
thou near. 
Mes, Most gracious majesty, — 
Cleo. Didst thou behold 
Octavia? 
8 Mes. Ay, dread queen, 
. Cleo. Where? 
5 Mes. Madam, in Rome 
J look'd her in the face; and saw her led 
Between ber brother and Mark Antony. 
Cleo. Is she as tall as me? 
5 Mes. She is not, madam. 
ap. Cleo. Didst hear ber speak? Ts she 8hrill- 
? 705 tongu'd, or low? 
2 . Mes. Madam, I head her speak; she is lows 
voic'd. 
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Cleo. That's not so good: — he cannot like 
her long. 
Char. Like ber? O Isis! 'tis impossible. 
Cleo, J think so, Charmian: Dull of tongue, 
and dwarfsh! — 
What majesty is in her gait? Remember, 
If e'er thou look'dst on majesty. 
Mes. She creeps ; 
Her motion and her station are as one; 
She shews a body rather than a life; 
A statue, than a breather. 
Cleo. Is this certain ? 
Mes. Or I have no observance. 
Char. Three in Egypt 
Cannot make better note. 
Cleo. He's very knowing, 
IT do perceive't: — There's nothing in her yet: — 
The fellow has good judgment. 
Char. Excellent. | 
Cleo. Guels at her years, I pr'ythee. 
Mes. Madam, she was a widow. 
Cleo. Widow? — Charmian, hark. 
Mes. And IT do think, sbe's thirty. 
Cleo. Bear'st thou her face in mind? is it 
long, or round? 
Mes. Round even to faultineſs. 
Cleo. For the most part too, 
They are foolish that are 80, — Her hair, what 
colour ? 
Mes. Brown, madam; And her forehead 
As low as she would wish it. 
Cleo. There's gold for thee. 
Thou must not take my former sharpneſs ill; — 
I will employ thee back again; I find thee 
Mast fit for busineſs: Go, make thee ready; 
Our letters are prepar'd, [Exit Messenger. 
Char. A proper man, 
Cleo. Indeed, be is 80; I repent me much, 
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Tbat 80 I harry'd him. Why, methinks, by 


him, 
This creature's no such thing. 
Char. Nothing madam. 
Cleo. The man hath seen some majesty, and 
sbould know. 
Char, Hath he scen majesty? Isis else defend, 
And serving you $0 long! | 
Cleo. I have one thing more to ask him yet, 
good Charmian: — | 
But 'tis no matter; thon shalt bring bim to me 
Where I will write: All may be well enough. 
Char, I warrant you, madam, [Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 


Athens. 4 Room in Antony's IIouse. 
Euter AN ro x, and Octavia. 


Ant, Nay, nay, Octavia, not ouly that, — 
that | | 

Were excusable, that, and thousands more 

Of semblable import, — but he hath Wag'd 

New wars 'gainst Pompey; made his will, and 
read it 

To publick ear: 

Spoke scantly of me; when perforce he could 
not 

Rut pay me terms of honour, cold and sickly 

He vented them : most narrow measure lent me; 

When the best hint was given him, he not 
took't, by 

Or did it from his teeth. 

Octa. O my good lord, 
Believe not all; or, if you must believe, 
Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady, 
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If this division chance, ne'er stood between, 
Praying for both parts: The good gods will 
mock me presently, 
When Lshall pray, O, bleſs my lord and husband! 
Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud, 
O, bleſs my brother! WHusband win, win brother, 
Prays, and destroys the prayer; no midway 
»Twixt these extzemes at all, 
Ant. Gentle Octavia, 
Let your best love draw to that point, which N 
| set ks 2 
Best to preserve it: If T lose mine honour, | 
J lose myself: better I were not yours, 
Thau yours so branchleſs. But, as you re- 
uested, 
Yourself shall oh between us: The mean time, 
lady, 
Til raise the preparation of a war [ 
Shall stain your brother; Make your s00nest | 
haste; 
So your desires are yours. | 
Octa, Thanks to my lord, | 
The Jove of power make me most weak, most 
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weak, 
Your reconciler! Wars 'twixt you twain would 
be s 
As if the world should cleave, and that slain 
men | 
Should solder up the rift. 
Ant. When it appears to you where this 
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begins, 
Turn your displeasure that way; for our faults 
Can never be so equal, that your love 
Can equally move with them, Provide your 
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Choose your own company, and command what 
1 cost 
Your heart has mind to. LExeunt. 7 
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SCENE: V. 
The same. Another Room in the ame. 


Enter EnonanBus, and Eros, meeting. 


Fno. How now, friend Eros? 


Eros. There's strange news come, sir. 
Eno. What, man? 


Eros. Caesar and Lepidus have made wars upon 
Pompey. 

Eno. This is old; What is the succeſs ? 

Eros. Caesar, having made use of him in the 
wars *gainst Pompey, presently denied him rivali— 
ty; would not let him partake in the glory of the 
action: and not resting here, accuscs him of let- 
ters he bad formerly wrote to Pompey ; upon bis 
own appeal, seizes him: So the poor third is up, 
till death enlarge his confine, 

Eno, Then, world, thou hast a pair of chaps, 

no more; 
And throw between them all the food thou bast, 
They'll grind the one the other, Where's An- 
tony? 3 
Eros. He's walking in the garden — thus; 
and spurns | 
The rush that lies before him; cries, Fool, Le- 
ndus. 
And threats the throat of that his officer, 
That murder'd Pompey, 
Tuo. Our great navy's rigg'd. 
Eros, For Italy, and Caesar. More, Domi- 
tius ; 
My lord desires you presently: my news 
I wight have told hereafter, 
Eng, Twill be naught; 
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62 ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 


But let it be. — Bring me to Antony. 
Eros. Come, sir. [Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. 


Rome. A Room: in Caesar's House. 


. 


Enter CAxs An, AcniPPA, and MECAENAS. 


Caes. Contemving Rome, he has done all this: 
And more; 
In Alexandria, — here's the manner of it, — 
J“ the market-place, on a tribunal] silver'd, 
Cleopatra and himself in chairs of gold 
Were publickly enthron'd: at the feet, sat 
Caesarion, whom they call my father's son; 
And all the unlawful issue, that their lust 
Since then hath made between them. Unto her 
He gave the 'stablischment of Egypt; made her 
Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, 
Absolute queen. 
Mec. This in the publick eye? 
Caes. I' the common shew-place; where they 
exercise. 
His sons he there proclaim'd, The kings of 
| kings : 
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia, 
He gave to Alexander; to Ptolemy he assign'd 
Syria, Cilicia, and Phoenicia: She 
In the habiliments of the goddeſs Isis 
That day appear'd; and oft before gave au- 
dience 
As *'tis reported, £0. 
Mec. Let Rome he thus 
Inform'd. | | 
Agr. Who, queasy with his insolence 
Already, will their good thoughts call from him, 
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Caes, The people know it; and have now 
receiv'd 
His accnsations. 

Agr. Whom does he accuse? 

Caes. Caesar: and that, having in Sicily 
Sextus Pompeius spoil'd, we had not rated him 
His part o' the isle: then does he say, he lent 

me 2 
Some shipping unrestor'd: lastly, be frets, ' 
That Lepidus of the triumvirate 
Should be depos'd; and, being, that we detain 
All his revenue, 
Agr. Sir, this should be answer'd. 
Caes. Tis done already, and the messenger 
gone. 
J have told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel; 
That he his high authority abus'd, 
And did deserve his change; for what I have 
conquer'd, 
J grant him part; but then, in his Armenia, 
And other of his conquer'd kingdoms, I 
Demand the like. 
Mee. He'll never yield to that. 


Caes. Nor must not then be yielded to in 
this, 


Enter OcTavnra. 


Octa, Hail, Caesar, and my lord! hail, most 
dear Caesar! 
Caes, That ever I should call thee, cast-a way! 
Octa. Yau bave not call'd me 80, nor have 
you cause. 
Caes. Why have you stol'n upon us thus? 
Yau come not. 
Like Caesar's sister: The wife of Antony 
Should have an army for an usher, and 
The neighs of horse to tell of her apptoach, 
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Long ere she did appear; the trees by the way, 
Should have borne men; and expectation fainted, 
{,onging for what it had not: nay, the dust 
Should have ascended to the roof of heaven, 
Rais'd by your populous troops: But you are 
come 
A market-maid to Rome; and have prevented 
he osteniation of our love, which, left un- 
| shewn 85 

Ts often left unloy'd: we should have met you 
By sea, and land; supplying every stage 
With an angmented greeting. 

Octa. Good my lord, 
To come thus was I not constrain'd, but did it 
On my free-will. My lord, Mark Autony, 
Heating that you prepar'd for war, acquainted 
My grieved ear withal; whereon, I begg'd 
His pardon for return. 

Caes, Which soon he granted, 
Being an obstruct *tween his lust and him, 

Octa. Do not say so, my lord. 

Caes, I have eyes upon him, 
And his affairs come to me on the wind, 
Where is be now? : 

Octa. My lord, in Athens. 

Caes. No, my most wronged sister; Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to her. Ile hath given his 

empire 
Up to a whore; who now are levying 
The kings o' the earth for war: He hath as- 
| sembled 

Bocchus, the king of Lybia; Archelaus, 
Of Capadocia; Philadelphos, king 
Of Paphlagonia; the Thracian king, Adallas: 
King Melchus of Arabia; king of Pont; 
Herod of Jewry ; Mithridates, king 
Of Comagene; Polemon and Amintas, 


The kings of Mede, and Lycaonia, 
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With a more larger list of scepters. 

Octa. Ab me, most wretched, 
That have my heart parted betwixt two friends, 
That do afflict each other! 

Caes. Welcome hither: 
Yonr letters did withhold our breaking forth; 
Till we naw th both how you Mere wrong 

eu, 
And we in negligent danger. Cheer your heart: 
Be you not troubled with the time, which drives 
O'er your content these strong necessities z 
But let determin'd things to destiny 
Hold unbewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome: 
Nothing more dear to me. You are abus'd 
Beyond the a of thought: and the high 
ods, 
To do you — make them ministers 
Of us, and those that love you. Best of com- 
fort; 

And ever welcome to us. 

Agr. Welcome, lady. 

Mec. Welcome, dear madam. 
Each heart in Rome does love and pity you: 
Only the adulterous Antony, most large 
In his abominations, turns you off; 
And gives his potent regiment to a trull, 
That noises it against us. 

Octa. Is it so, sir? 

Caes. Most certain, Sister, welcome: 

Jan,; | 

Be ever known to patience: My dearest sister! 
[Ea eunt. 
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SCENE VII. 


"x 


Antony's Camp, near the Promontory of Actium. 
Enter CLEOPATRA, and ENOBARBUS. 


Cleo. T will be even with thee, doubt it not. 
Eno. But why, wby, why? 
Cleo. Thou hast forspoke my being in these 
wars; 
And say'st, it is not fit. 
Eno. Well, is it, is it? 
Cleo. If not, denounce't against us, why should 
not we 
Be there in person. 


Eno. [Aside.] Well, T could reply: — 
If we should serve with horse and mares toge- 
ther 
The horse were merely lost; the mares would 
bear 
A soldier, and his horse. 
Cleo. What is't you say? 
Eno. Your presence needs must puzzle An- 
tony; 
Take from bis heart, take from his brain, from 
his time, , 
What should not then be spar'd. He is already 
Traduc'd for levity; and *tis said in Rome, 
That Photinus an eunuch, and your maids, 
Manage this war. | 
Cleo. Sink Rome; and their tongues rot, 
That speak against us! A charge we bear i' the 
war, 
And, as the president of my kingdom, will 
Appear there for a man. Speak not against it; 
L will not stay behind. 
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Eno. Nay, I have done: Here comes the em- 
peror. 


Enter AxToxy, and CaniDivs. 


Ant. Is it not strange, Canidius, 
That from Tarentum, and Brundusium, 
He could so quickly cut the Tonian sea, 
And take in Loryne? — You have heard on't, 
sweet? 
Cleo. Celerity is never more admir'd, 
Than by tbe negligent. 
Ant. A good rebuke, 
Which might have well becom'd the best of 
men, 
To taunt at slackneſs. — Canidius, we 
Will fight with him by sea, 
Cleo. By sea! What else? 
Can. Why will my lord do 80? 
Ant, For that he dares us to't. 
Eno. So hath my lord dar'd him to single 
light. 
Can. Ay, Wh, to wage this battle at Pharsalia, 
Where Caesar fought with Pompey: But these 
ollers, _ 
Which serve not for his vantage, he shakes off; 
And so should you. | 
Eno. Your ships are not well mann'd: 
Your marineis are muleteers, reapers, people 
Ingrols'd by swift impreſs; in Caesar's fleet 
Are those, that often have *gainst Pompey 
fought: | 
Their ships are yare; yours, heavy: No dis- 
race 
Sball fall you for refusing him at sea, 
Being prepar'd for land, 
<4til. By Sea, by Seu. | 
Eno. Mo t worthy sir, you therein throw 
away 
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The absolute soldiership you have by land; 
Distract your army, which doth most consist 
Of war-mark'd footmen: leave nnexecuted 
Your own renowned knowledge; quite forego 
The way which promises assurance; and 
Give up yourself merely to chance and hazard, 
From firm security. 

Ant. I'Il fight at ses. 

Cleo. I bave sixty sails, Caesar none better. 

Ant. Our overplus of shipping will we burn; 
And, with the rest full-manu'd, from the head 

of Actium 

Beat the approaching Caesar. But if we fail, 


Enter a Messenger. 


We then can do't at land. —- Thy busineſs ? 
Mes. The news is true, my lord; he is de- 
scried ; 
Caesar has taken Toryne. 
Ant. Can be be there in person? 'tis impos- 
sible; 
Strange, that his power should be. — Canidius, 
Our nineteen legions thou shalt hold by land, 
And our twelve thousand horse: — We'll to 
our ship; 


Enter à Soldier. 


Away, my Thetis! — How now, worthy soldier? 
Sold. O noble emperor, do not fight by sea; 
Trust not to rotten planks: Do you misdoubt 
This sword, and these my wounds? Let the 
| Egyptians, 
And the Phoenicians, go a ducking; we 
Have us'd to conquer, standing on the earth, 
And fighting ſoot to foot. | 
Ant. Well, well, away. 
[Exeunt AxToxy, CLEoraATRA, and E.NOBARBUS, 


Sold. 


* * _— 
"© N OW 45 % 4 . 
— T TRE er <A oO 
— Rn ES as + 
7 >> . N WS, 2 "I 1 * 


* 
- 


en. * 3 
CT Cr Rs" 


SI — 3 b 


* * o 
” E Fay. N 
- I 


- * 7 * * 1 i * 6 * 
* 4A 4 = 
| 8 


ANTONY AND CLxOPA TRA. 69 


Sold. By Hercules, I think, T am i' the right. 
Can. Soidier, thou art; but his whole action 
grows 
Not in the power on't: So our leader's led, 
And we are women's men. 
Sold. You keep by land 
The legions and the horse whole, do you not? 
Can. Marcus Octavius, Marcus Justeius, 
Publicola, and Caelius, are for sea: | 
But we keep whole by land. This speed of 
Caesar's 
Carries beyond belief. 
Sold: While he was yet in Rome, 
His power went out in such distractions, as 
Beguil'd all spies. | 
Can. Who's his lieutenant, hear you? 
Sold. They say, one Taurus. 
Can. Well I know the man. 


Enter a Messenger, 


Mes. The emperor calls Centdies. 


Can. With news the time's with labour; and F 
throws forth, | 4 
Zach minute, some. [ Exeunt, 


S c E N E VIII. | 1 


A Plain near Actium. 


Enter Carsan, Taurvs, Of/Jicers, and Others. 


Caes. Taurus, — 
Taur, My lord. | 
Caes, Strike not by land; keep whole: provoke 
not battle, 4 
Till we have done at sea. Do not exceed | 
Vol. VI. L 
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The prescript of this scrowl: Our fortune lies 
Upon this jump. [ Exeunt. 


nter AnToxy and FEnorARrBUS. 
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Ant. Set we our squadrons on yon' side of | 


the hall, | 
In eye of Ca#sar's battle; from which place , 
We may the number of the ships behold, F 
And so proceed accordingly. [ Exeunt, | 


Enter Cax1pivs, marching with his land army one | 
way Over the Stages and Taunus, the lieutenant 0 
of Caesar, the other way. After their going iu, - 
is heard the noise of a ge a- ſig ht. 


Alarum. Re-enter EnoBARBUS. 


_— 


Eno. Naught, naught, all naught! I can be- 
hold no longer: 
The Antoniad, the Egyptian admira], b 
With all their sixty, fly, and turn the radder; 6 
To see't, mine eyes are blasted. | 


Enter SCARUS. 


Scar. Gods, and goddesses, b 
All the whole synod of them! f 

Kno. What's thy passion? f 

Scar. The greater cantle of the world is lost 
With very ignorance; we have kils'd away 
Kingdoms and provinces. 

Eno. How appears the fight? 
Scar. On our side like the token'd pestilence, 
Where death is sure. Yon' ribald-rid nag of 

Egypt, 

Whom leprosy o'crtake! i' the midst o' the 


fight, — 
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When vantage like a pair of twins appear'd, 
Both as the same, or rather ours the elder, — 
The brize upon her, like a cow in June, 
Hoists sails, and flies. 


Eno. That I bebeld: 
Mine eyes did sicken at the sight, and could 
not 
Endure a further view. 
Scar. She once being loof'd, 
The noble ruin of of her magick, Antony, 
Claps on 00 We and like a doating mal- 
ard, 
Leaving the fight in height, flies after her: 
T ncyer saw an action of such shame; 
Exnerience, manhood, honour, ne'er before 
Did violate so itself. 
Eno. Alack, alack ! 


71 


Futer CAN IDTVUs. 


Can. Our fortune on the sea is out of breath, 
And sinks most lamentably. Had our peneral 
Been what he knew himself, it had gone well: 
O, be has given example for our ſlight, 

Most groſsly, by his own. 
Eno. Ay, are you thereabouts? Why then, 
good night 
Indeed. (Aide. 

Can. Towards Peloponnesus are they fled. 

Scar. "Tis easy to't; and there I will attend 
What further comes. 

Can To Caesar will J render 
My legions, and my horse; six kings already 
Shew me the way of yielding. 

ILno. I'll yet follow 
The wounded chance of Antony, though my 

reason 
Sits in the wind against me. [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE IX 


Alexandria. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter Ax rod r, and Attendants. 


Ant, Hack, the land bids me tread no more 
upon't, 
It is asham'd to bear me! — Friends, come 
hither ; 
Jam so lated in the world, that I 
Have lost my way for ever: — I have a ship 
Laden with gold; take that, divide it; fly, 
And make your peace with Caesar. 
Att. Fly! not we. 
Ant. I have fled myself; and have instructed 


cowards 

To run, and shew their shoulders. — Friends, 
be gone; 

J have myself resolv'd upon a course, . 


Which has no need of you; be gone: 

My treasure's in the harbour, take it. — O, 

1 follow'd that I blush to look upon: 

My very hairs do mutiny; for the white 

Reprove the brown for rashnelſs, and they them 

For fear and doating. — Friends, be gone, you 
shall 

Have letters from me to some friends, that will 

Sweep your way for you. Pray you, look not 
sad, 

Nor make replies of lothnels: take the hint 

Wich my despair proclaims; let that be left 

Which leaves itself: to the sea side straightway: 

Iwill posseſs you of that ship and treasure. 

Leave me, I pray, a little: *pray you now: —- 

Nay, do so; for, indeed, | have lost command, 

Therefore I piay you; — Il see you by and by. 

[Sits down. 


Ld p — 


* 
. 
. 
b as. 
. 
- 7 4 
, 3 
4 3 
* 
1 
1 


PFF UU 
. 


AN TONY AND CLEOPATRA. 73 


Euter Eros, and CirovaTtRa, led by Cnanxntan 
and Iras. 


Eos. Nay, gentle madam, to him; — Com- 
fort him. 
Tras. Do, most dear queen, 
Char. Do! Why, what else? 
Cleo. Let me sit down. O Juno! 
Ant, No, no, no, no, no. 
Eros. See you here, sir? 
Ant. O fre, fye, tye. 
Char, Madam, — 
Iras. Madam; O good empreſs! — 
Eros. Sir, sir, — 
Ant. Yes, my lord, yes; — He, at Philippi, 
kept 
THis sword even like a dancer; while I struck 
The lean and wrinkled Cassius; and 'twas I, 
That the mad Brutus ended: he alone 
Dealt on lieutenantry, aud no practice had 
In the brave squares of war; Yet now — No 
matter. 
Cleo. Ab, stand by. 
Hrog. The queen, my lord, the queen. 
Iras, Go to him, madam, speak to him; 
Ile is unquality'd with very shame. 
(Cleo, Well then, — Sustain me: — O! 
Eros. Most noble sir, arise; the queen ap- 
proaches ; 
Mer head's declin'd, and death will seize her; 
but 
Your comfort makes the rescue. 
Ant. I have offended reputation ; 
A most unnoble $Werving, 
ros. Sir, the queen. 
Ant, O, whither hast thou led me, Egypt? 
See, | 


ilow I convey my. shame out of thine eyes, 
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By looking back on what I have left behind 
Stroy'd in dishonour, 
Cleo. O my lord, my lord! 
Forgive my fearful sails! I little thought, 
You wor-ld bave follow'd. 
Ant. Egypt, thou knew'st tos well, 
My beat was to thy rudder ty'd by the strings, 
And thou should'st tow me after: O'er my 
spirit 
Thy full supremacy thou knew'st; and that 
Thy beck might from the bidding of the gods 
Command me, 
Cleo. O, my pardon, 
Ant, Now I must 
To the young man send bumble treaties, dodge 
And palter in the shifts of lownels; who 
With half the bulk o' the world play'd as I 
leas'd, 
Making, ww wen fortunes. You did know, 
How much you were my conqueror; and that 
My sword, made weak by my affection, would 
Obey it on all cause. | 
Cleo. O pardon, pardon, 
Ant, Fall not a tear, I say; one of them 
rates | 
All that is won and lost: Give me a kiſs; 
Even this repays me. — We sent_ our school- 
master, 
Is he come back? — Lore, IT am full of lead: — 
Some wine, within there, and our viands; — 
Fortune knows, | 
We scorn her most, when most she offers blows. 
[ Exeunt. 
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SCENE X. 
an 
1 Caesar's Camp, in Egypt. 
"i Enter CatsAn, DoraBrrta, Turnus, and Others. 
1 | 
2 Caes, Let him appear that's come from An- 
Pg tony. — 
, Know ;on him? 
1 Dol. Caesar, 'tis his schoolmaster: 
| a An argument that he is pluck'd, when bither 
| : He sends so poor a pinton of bis wing, 
6 Which had superfluous kings for messengers, 
5 Not many moons gone by. 


Enter Ambassador from Antony. 


Caes. Approach, and speak. 
Amb, Such as I am, I come from Antony: 
J was of late as petty to his ends, 


As is the morn-dew on the myrtle leaf 
To his grand sea. 


Caes. Be it so; Declare thine ollice. 
Amb. Lord of his fortuncs he salutes thee, 


. and 

1 Requires to live in Egypt: which not granted, 
79 He lessens his requests; and to thee sues 
9 To let him breathe between the heavens and 
8 earth, 

\ A private man in Athens: This for him. 


Next, Cleopatra does confeſs thy greatneſs ; 
Submits her to thy might; and of thee craves 
The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs, 
Now hazarded to thy grace. 

Caes, For Antony, 
] have no ears to his request. The queen 
OF audience, nor desire, shall fail; so she 
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From Egypt drive ber all-disgraced fiiend, 
Or take his life there: This if she perform, 
She shall not sue unheard. So to them both, 
Amb. Fortune pursne thee! 
Caes, Bring him through the bands. 
[Exit Ambassador. 
To try thy eloquence, now 'tis time: Dispatch; 
From Antony win Clcopatra; promise, 
[to Thyreus, 
Avd in our name, what she requires; add more, 
From thine invention, offers: women are not, 
In their best fortunes, strong; but want will pers 
ine 
The ee vestal: Try thy cunning, Thy- 
reus; 
Make thine own edict for thy pains, which we 
Will answer as a law. 
Ihyr. «( aesar, | po. 
Caes. Qbserve how Antony becomes his flaw; 
And what thou ithink'st his very action speaks 
In every power that moves. 


Thyr. Caesar, 1 shall. [Exeunt. 


SCENE XL 


Alexandria, A Room in the Palace. 
Enter CLEO TATRA, ENoBARBUs, CHARMIAN, and InAs. 


Cleo. What shall we do, Enobarbus ? 

Eno, Think, and die. | 

Cleo. Is Antony, or we, in fault for this? 

Eno. Antony only, that would make bis will 
Lord of his ieason. What though you fled 
From that great face of war, whose several ranges 
Frighted each other? why should he follow? 
The itch of his affection should not then 
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Have nick'd his captainship ; at such a point, 
When half to half the world oppos'd, he being 
The mered question: Twas a shame no lels 
Than was his lofs, to course your flying flags, 
And leave his navy gaziug. 

leo. Pr'ythee, peace. 


nter Ax rox, with the Ambassador. 


Ant. Is this his answer? 

Amb, Ay, my lord. | 

Ant. The queen shall then have courtesy, 30 

she 

Will yield us up. 

Amb, He says so. 

Ant. Let her know it. — 
To the boy Cesar send this grizled head, 
And he wil! lill thy wishes to the brim 
With principalities, 

Cleo. That head, my lord? 


Ant, To him again; Tell him, he wears the 
rose 


Of youth upon him; from which, the world 
should note 
Something particular: his coin, ships, legions, 
Nay be a coward's; Whose mitisters would pre- 
vail 
Under the service of a child, as soon 
As i the command of Caesar: J dare him there- 
fore , 
To lay his gay comparisons apart, 
Aud answer me declin'd, sword against sword, 
Ourselves alone; I'll write it; follow me. 
[ Exeunt Axroxy and Ambas. 
Eno. Yes, like enough, bigh-battled Caesar will 
Unstate his happinels, and be stag'd to the shew 
Against a sworder. — I 8ee, men's judgments are 
A parcel of their fortunes; and things outward 
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Do draw the inward quality after them, 

To suffer all alike. That he should dream, 

Knowing all measwes, the full Caezar will 

Answer his 3". — Caesar, thou hast sub- 
du'e 


His judgment too. 
Enter an Attendant. 


Att. A messenger from Caesar. 
Cleo. What, no more ceremony? — See, my 
women! — 
Against the blown rose may they stop their nose, 
Tat kneel'd unto the buds. — Admit bim, sir. 
Eno. Mine honesty, and I, begin to squg re. 


[ Aide, 
The loyalty, well beld to fools, does make 
Our faith mere folly: — Yet, he, that can endure 


To follow with 9 a fallen lord, 
Does conquer him that did bis master conquer, 
And earns a place i' the story. 


Enter Turnus. 


Cleo. Caesar's will ? 

Thyr. Hear it apart. 

Cleo. None but friends; say boldly. 

Tyr. So, haply, are they friends to Antony. 

no. He needs as many, sir, as Caesar has; 
Or needs not us. If Caesar please, our master 
VH leap to be his friend: For us, you know, 
Whose he is, we ate; and that's, Caesar's. 

Thyr. So. — 
Thus then, thou most renown'd ; Caesar entreats, 
Not to consider in what case thou stand'st, 
Further than he is Caesar's. 

Cleo. Go on: Right royal. 

Thyr. He knows, that you embrace not Antony 
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As you did love, but as you fear'd him, | 
Cleo. O! 5 
Thyr. The scars upon your honour, therefore, 
be 


Does pity, as constrained blemishes, 
Not as deserv'd. 


Cleo. He is a god, and knows 
What is most right; Mine honour was not yield. - 


79 


ed, 
But conquer'd merely. 
Ena, To be sue of that, [Aside. 
J will ask Antony. — Sir, sir, thon art 80 leaky, 


That we must leave thee to thy sinking, for 
Thy dearest quit thee. [Exit Exonannus, 


Thyr. Shall I 8ay to Caesar 
What you require of him? for he partly begs 
To be desit'd to give It much would please bim, 
That of his fortunes you should make a staff 
To lean upon: but it would warm his spirits, 
To hear from me you had left Antony, 


And put yourself under his Shrowd, 
The universal landlord. 


Cleo. What's your name? 
Thyr. My name is Thyreus. 
Cleo. Most kind messenger, 
Say to great Caesar this, In disputation 
T kils bis conqu'ring hand: tell him, I am prompt 
To lay my crown at his feet, and there to kneel ; 
Tell him, from bis all-obeyiug breath I hear 
The doom of Egypt. 
Thyr. Tis your noblest course. 
Wisdom and fortune combating together, 
If that the former dere but what it can, 
No chance may shake it. Give me grace to lay 
Ny duty oa your hand. | 
Cleo. Your Caezar's father oft, 


When be bath mus'd of taking kingdoms in, 
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Bestow'd his lips on that unworthy place, 
As it rain'd kisses. 5 


Re- enter AxTony, and EnonanBus. 


Ant. Favours, by Jove that thunders! — 
What art thou, fellow? 
Thyr. One, that but performs 
The bidding of the fullest man, and worthiest 
To have command obey'd. = 
Eno. You will be whipp'd. | 
Ant. Approach, there: — Ah, you kite! — Now | 
ods and devils ! 
Authority * from me: Of late, when I cry'd, 
ho! N 
Like boys unto a muls, kings would start forth, 
And cry, Your will? Have you no ears? I am 


Enter Attendants. | 


Antony yet. Take hence this Jack, and whip f * 
him. At r 
Eno. Tis better playing with a lion's whelp, 
Than with an old one dying, | 


Ant. Moon and stars! * 
Whip him: — Were't twenty of the greatest tri» 
butaries | | . 


That do acknowledge Caesar, should T find them 
So saucy with the hand of she here, (What's her 


name, 

Since she was Cleopatra?) — Whip him, fellows, _ 'W 
Till, like a boy, you sce him cringe his face, = 
And whine aloud for mercy; Take him hence. = 

*. Thyr. Mark Antony. — : *®K 
Ant. Tug him away: being whipp'd, 8 


Bring bim again: — This Jack of Caesar's shall E | 
Bear us an errand to him. — | 
[Exeunt Attendants with Thyreus. 
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You were half blasted ere J knew you: — Ila! 
Have I my pillow left unprels'd in Rome, 
Forborne the getting of a lawful race, 
And by a gem of women, to be abus'd 

4 By one that looks on feeders ? 

ö Cleo. Good my lord, — 
5 Aut. You have been a boggler ever: — 
But when we in our viciousnels grow hard, 
N (O misery on't!) the wise gods seel our eyes; 
Inu our own filth drop our clear judgments; make 
| us 
a Adore our errors; laugh at us, while we s8trut 


Io our confusion. 
2 Cleo. O, is it come to this? 

Ant. 1 found you as a morsel, cold upon 
Dead Caesar's trencher: nay, you were a frag- 
75 ment 
Of Cneius Pompey's; besides whst hotter hours, 
” Unrezister'd in vulgar fame, you have 
| * LTLuxuriously pick'd Tut: — For, I am sure, 

Though you can gueſs what temperance should 
85 
You know not what it is. 

Cleo. Wherefore is this? 
= Ant. To let a fellow that will take rewards, 

** And say, God quit you; be familiar with 
My play- fellow, your hand; this kingly seal, 
And plighter of high hearts! — O, that I were 
"1 Upon the hill of Basan, to out-roar 

The horned herd! for I have savage cause; 

And to proclaim it civilly, were like 
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A balter'd neck, which does the hangman thank 

For being yare about him. — Is he whipp'd? 
= Re-enter Attendants, with 'Turrevus, 
8 1. Att. Soundly, my lord. 


Ant. Cry'd he? and begg'd he pardon ? 


* 
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1. Att. Ile did ask ſavonr. 
Ant, If that thy fatber live, let him repent 
Thou wast not made his daughter; and be thou 
sorry 
To follow Caesar in his triumph, since 
Thou hast been whipp'd for following him: 
hen eforth, 
The white hand of a lady fever thee, 
Shake thee to look on't. — Get thee back to 
Caexar, 
Tell him thy entertainment: Look, thou say, 
He makes me angy with him: for he seems 
Proud and d:sdainful; harping on what Jam, 
Not what he knew I was: He makes me angry; 
And at this time most easy 'tis to do't; 
When my good 5tars, that were my former guides, 
Have empty left their orbs, and shot their fires 
Into the abism of hell. If he mislike 
My speech, aud what is done; tell bim, he has 
Hipparchus, my enfraunchis'd bondman, whom 
He may at pleaswe whip, or hang, or torture, 
As he shall like, to quit me: Urge it thou: 
Hence with thy stripes, begone. | Exit TnxRIVs. 
Cleo. Have you done yet? 
Ant. A'ack, our terceae moon 
Is now eclips'd; and it portends alone 
The fall of Antony! 
Cleo. IJ must Stay his time. 
Ant. To flatter Cac-ar, would you mingle eyes 
With one that ties bis points ? 
Cleo. Not know me vet ? 
Ant. Cold-heartted toweld me? 
Cleo. Ah, dear if. be $0. 
From my cold heart let heaven engender hail, 
And poison it in the 504uice; and the first stone 
Drop in my neck: as it determines, 80 
Dissolve mv life! The next Caevarion smite ! 
Till, by degrees, the memory of my womb, 
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Together with my brave Egyptians all, 
By the discandying of this peileted storm, 
Lie gravelels; till the flies aud guats of Nile 
Have buried them tor prey! 
Ant. Jam satisfy'd 
Caesar sits down in Alexandria; where 
J will oppose his fate. Our force by land 
Hath nobly he'd; our sever'd navy t 0 
Have knit again, and fleet, thicai'mng most sea- 
like. 
Where hast thou been, my heart? — Dost thou 
hear, lady ? 
If from the field I shall return once more 
To kils these lips, I will appear in blood; 
] and my A will earn our chronicle ; 
There is hope in it yet. 
Cleo. That's my brave lord! 


Ant. T1 will Le treble-sincw'd, hearted, breath'd, 
And {fight maliciously: for when mine hours 
Were nice and lucky, men did ransom lives 
Of me for jests; but now, I'll set my teeth, 

And send to darknels all hat stop me. — Come, 
Let's have one other gaudy night: call to me 
All my sad captains, fil our bowls; once more 
Let's mock the midnight bell. 

Cleo. It is my birth-day : 

J bad thought, to have held it poor; but, since 
my lord 
Is Antony again, | will be Cleopatra. 

Ant. We'll yet do well. 

Cleo. Call all his noble captains to my lord. 

Ant. Do so, we'll speak to them; and to-night 

I'll force 
The wine peep through their scars. — Come on, 

my queen; 
There's sap in't vet. The next time I do ſight, 
I'll make death love me; for I will contend 
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Even with his pestilent scythe, 
[Exeunt AxToxY, Crrovarra and Attendants, 


Eno. Now be'l out-stare the lightning. To be 
furious, | 
Ts, to be frighted out of fear: and in that mood, 
The dove wilkpeck the estridge; and I see still, 
A diminution in our captain's brain 
Restores his heart: When valour preys on rea- 


son, 
It eats the sword it fights with. I will seek 
Some way to leave him. [Exit. 


ACI IV. SCENE-L 


Caesar's Camp at Alexandria, 


Enter CAxs An, reading a letter; AcriPrA, MECAENAS, 
and Others. 


Caes. He calls me boy; and chides, as be had 
power 
To beat me out of Egypt: my messenger 
He hath whipp'd with rods; dates me to personal 
combat, 
Caesar to Antony: Let the old ruffian know, 
I have many other ways to die; mean time, 
Laugh at bis challenge. 
Mec. Caesar must think, 
When one 80 great begins to rage, he's hunted 
Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now 
Make boot of his distraction: Never anger 
Made good guard for itself. 
Caes. Let our best heads 
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4 Know, that to-morrow the last of many battles 

F We mean to fight: — Within our files there are 
8 Of chose that 8erv'd Mark Antony but late, 

* Ungugh to fetch him in. See it done; 

And feast the army: we have store to do't, 
And they have earn'd the waste. Poor Antony! 


[Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Alexandria. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter AxTony, CrroyraATnrA, EnoBARnUs, CHARMIAN, 
In As, ALEXAS, and Others. 


— 3. Wm I 
a 4. 5 


Ant. He will not ßight with me, Domitius. 
Eno. No. 


28 Ant, Why should he not? 
| J Eno. He thinks, being twenty times of better 
fortune, 

He is twenty men to one. 
Ant. To-morrow, soldier, 

By ses and land I' fight: or I will live, 

Or bathe my dying honour in the blood 

Shall make it live again. Woo't thou fight well? 
Eno. I'll strike; and cry, Take all. 


1 Ant. Well said; come on. — 

Call forth my houshold servants; let's to-night 
10 
Y Enter Servants. 


He bonnteous at our meal. — Give me thy hand, 
Thou hast been rightly honest; — 80 hast thou ; — 
> Thou, — and thou, — and thou: — you have 
5 serv'd me well, 
And kings have been your fellows. 
Cleo. What means this? 
Vol. VI. M 
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Eno. "Tis one of those odd tricks, which sor- 
row $hoots [Aside. 

Out of the mind. 

Ant. And thou art honest too. 
I wish, I could be made so many men; 
And all of you clapt up together in 
An Antony; that 1 might do you service, 
So good as you haye done. 

Serv. The gods forbid ! 

Ant, Well, my good fellows, wait on me to- 

, night: 

Scant not my . and make as much of me, 
As when mine empire was your fellow too, 
And suffer'd my command. 

Cleo. What does be mean? 

Eno. To make his followers weep. 

Ant. Tend me to-night ; 
May be, it is the period of your duty: 
Haply, you shall not see me more; or if, 
A mangled shadow: perchance, to-morrow 
You'll serve another master. I look on you, 
As one that takes his leave. Mine bonest friends, 
I turn you not away; but, like a master 
Married to your good service, stay till death: 
Tend me to-night two hours, I ask no more, 
And the gods yield you for't ! 

Eno. What mean you, sir, 
To give them this discomfort? Look, they weep; 
yt , I, an als, am onion-ey'd; for shame, 
Transform us not to women. | 

Ant, Ho, bo, ho! 
Now tbe witch take me, if T meant it thus! 
Grace grow where those drops fall! My hearty 

friends, ; 
You take me in too dolorous a sense: 
For I spake to you for your comfort; did desire 
ou 

To burn this night with torches ; Know, my hearts, 
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J hope well of to-morrow; and will lead you. 
Where rather I'll expect victorious life, 

Than death and honour. 
And drown consideration. 
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Let's to supper; come, 
[Exeunt, 
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SCENE III. 


The same. Before the Palace. 
Enter two Soldiers to their guard. 


1. Sold. Brother, good night: to-morrow is the 
day. 

2. Sold. It will determine one way: fare you 
well. 


Heard you of nothing strange about the streets? 
1. Sold. Nothing: What news? 
2. Sold. Belike, tis but a rumour; Good night 
to you. 


1. Sold. Well, sir, good night. 


Enter two other Soldiers. 


g. Sold. Soldiers, have careful watch. 
3. Sold. And you: Good night, good night. 

[ The first two place themselves at their posts. 
, 4. Sold. Here we: [They take their posts.] and 
* if to-morrow 


Our navy thrive, I bave an absolute hope 
Our landmen will stand up. 


8.5 

8 3. Sold. Tis a brave army, 
And full of purpose. | 
13 [Musick of hautboys under the stage. 
4. Sold. Peace, what noise? 
1. Sold. List, list! 

2. Sold. Hark! 

1. Sold, Musick i' the air. 
3. Sold. Under the earth. 
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kh. Sold. It signs well, does it not? 
3. Sold No. N «<1 . | 
1. Sold. Peace, T 8ay. What should this mean? 
2. Sold. Tis the god. Hercules, whom Antony 
lov'd, 
Now leaves him. Ng: 
1. Sold Walk; let's see if other watchmen 
Do hear what we do. 
[ They advance to another post. 


g. Sold. How now, masters? | 
Sold, Ho-] now? how now? do you hear 
this? [Several speaking together. 


1. Sold, Ay; Is*t not strange? 
3. Sold. Do you hear, masters? do you hear? 
1 Fold. Follow the noise 80 far as we have 
uarter; 
Let's see how it will give off. 
Sold. [several speaking.) Content: *Tis strange. 
LExcunt. 


S CEN E IV. 


The same. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter Ax rox x, and CreoPATRA; CHARMIAN, and 
Others, attending. 


Ant. Eros! mine armour, Eros! 

Cleo. Sleep a little. 

Ant. No, my chuck. — Eros, come; mine 
armour, Eros! 6 


oo 


Enter Enos, with armour, 


Come, good fellow, put thine iron on: — 
If f -rtune be not ours to-day, it is 
Because we brave her. — Come. 
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Cleo. Nay, I'll help too. 
What's this for? : 
Ant. Ah, let be, let be! thou art 
Tha armourer of my heart; — False, false; this, 
this. 
Cleo! Sooth, la, I'll help: Thus it must be. 
Ant. Well, well; 
We $hall thrive now. — Seest thou, my good 
fellow? 
Go, put on thy defences. 
Eros. Brielly, sir. 
Cleo. Is not this buckled well ? 
Ant. Rarely, rarely: . 
Ile that unbuckles la, till we do please 
To doff it for our repose, shall hear a storm. — 
Thou fumblest, Eros; aud wy queen's a squire 
More tight at this, thau thou; Dispatch. — O 
| love, | 
That thou could'st see my wars to-day, and 
knew'st 
The royal occupation! thou should'st see 


Enter an Officer, armed, 


A workman in't. — Good morrow to thee; wel- 
come : 

Thou lock'st like him that knows a warlike 
charge: 

To businels that we love, we rise betime, 

And go to it with delight. 

I. Off. A thousand, sir, | 
Early though it be, have on their rivetted trim, 
And at the port expect you. 


(Shout, Trumpets flourish, 


Enter other Officers, and Soldiers. 


2. Off. The morn is fair, — Good morrow, 
general, 
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All. Good morrow, general. 

Ant. Tis well blown, lads. h | 
This morning, like the spirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes. — 
So, so; come, give me that: this way; well said. 
Eare thee well, dame, whate'er becomes of, me: 
This is a soldier's kils: rebukable, [kisses her. 


And wottby sbameful check it were, to stand 

On more mechanick compliment; I'll leave thee 

Now, like a man of steel. — You, that will fight, 

Follow me close; I' bring you to't. — Adieu. 

[Exeunt AnT, Enos, Officers, and Soldiers. 

Char. Please you, retire to your chamber? 
Cleo. Lead me. 

He goes forth pallantly. That he and Caesar 

might 
Determine this Levin war in single ſight! 
Then, Antony, — But now, — Well, on. 


[ Exeunt. 


S CEN E V. 


Antony's Camp near Alexandria. 


Trumpets sound. Enter Antony, and Enos; a Soldier 
meeting them. 


Sold, The gods make this a happy day to An- 
tony! 
Ant. Would 15 thou and those thy scars had 
once prevaild 
To make me fight at land! 
Sold. Had'st thou done so, 
The kings that have revolted, and the soldier 
That has this morning left thee, would have still 
Follow'd thy heels. 


Ant. Who's gone this morning? 
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Sold. Who? 
One ever near thee: Call for Enobarbus, 
Je sball not hear thee; or from Caesar's camp 
Say, I am none of thine. 
Ant. What 8ay'st thou ? 
Sold. Sir, 
He is wiih Caesar. 
Eros. Sir, his chests and treasure 


He has not with him. 


Ant. Is be gone? 

Sold. Most certain. 

Ant. Go, Eros, send his treasure after; do it; 
Dotain no jot, I charge ther: write to him 
(I will subscribe) gentle adieus, and greetings: 
Say, that I wisb he never find more cause 
To change a master. —- O, my fortunes have 
Corrupted honest men; — Eros, dispatch. 

[Excunt, 


S& CEN E.-: VI, 


Caesar's Camp before Alexandria. 


Flourich, Enter CAssAn, with AcriepA, ENOBARBUS 
and Others. | 


Caes. Go forth, Aprippa, and begin the fight: 
Our will is, Antony be took alive; 
Make it so known. | 


Agr. Caesar, I shall. [Exit Acniera, 


Caes. The time of universal peace is near: 
Prove this a prosperous day, the three-nook'd 
wor _ 


Shall bear the olive freely, 
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Enter a Messen ger. 


Mes. Antony 
Is come into the held. 
Caes Go, charge Agrippa 
Plant those that have revolted in the van, 
That Antony may seem to spend his fury 
Upon himself. [Exeunt Carsan and his Train. 


Eno. Alexas did revolt; and went to Jewry, 
on 


Affairs of Antonv; there did persuade 

Great Herod to incline himself to Caesar, 

And leave bis master Antony: for this pains, 
Caesar hath hung'd him. Canidius, and the rest 
That fell away, have entertainment, but 

No hononrable f trust. I have done ill; 

Of which I do accuse myself so sorely, 

That I will joy no more. 


Enter a Soldier of Caesar's. 


Sold. Enobarbus, Antony 
Hath after th-e «ent all thy treasure, with 
His bounty over-plus: The messenger 


Came on my ' Toad and at thy tent is now, 
Unloading of his mules. 


Eno. I give it you. 
Sold. Mock not, Enobarbus. N 
J tell you true: Best you safed the bringer 
Out of the host; I must attend mine office, 
Or would have done't myself. Your emperor 
Continues still a Jove. [Exit Soldier. 
Eno. I am alone the villain of the earth, 
And feel I am so most. () Antony, 
Thou mine of bounty, how would'st thou have 
aid 
My better WAA when my turpitude 
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Thou dost so crown with gold! This blows my 
heart : 

If swift thought break it not, a swifter mean 

Shall out-strike thought: but thought will do't, I 
feel. | 


I fight against thee! — No: I will go scek 
Some ditch, wherein to die; the foul'st best fits 
My latter part of life. n [Exit. 


S8 CE NE VII. 
Tield of battle between the Camps. 


Alarum. Drums and Trumpets, Enter AcRIT YA, and 
Others. g 


Agr. Retire, we have engag'd ourselves too 


far: 
Caesar himself bas work, and our oppression 
Exceeds what we expected. ' - |  [Evxecunt, 


'% Alarum. Enter AxToxy and Scanus, wounded, 
Ye F 


2 Scar. O my brave emperor, this is fought in- 

9 deed ! Fey ; 

Had we done so at first, we had driven them 

home | 
With clonts about their heads. 
2 Ant, Thou bleed'st apace. 
I Scar. T had a wound here that was like a T, 

But now 'tis made an H. 

Ant. They do retire. | 

Scar. We'll beat 'em into bench-holes; I have 
et | 

Room for six scotches more. 
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Enter Enos, 


Eros. They are beaten, sir; and our advantage 
| serves 
For a fair victory. 
Scar. Let us score their backs, 
And snatch 'em up, as we take bares, behind; 
'Tis sport to maul a runner. 
Ant. T will reward thee | 
Once for thy sprightly comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 


Scar. I'll halt after. [Exeunt. 


SCENE VII. 
Under the walls of Alexandria. 


Alarum, Enter Ax ro x, marching ; Scihvs; and 
Forces. 
Ant. We have beat him to his camp: Run one 
before, 
And let the queen know of our guests. — To- 
morrow, | 
Before the sun shall see us, we'll spill the blood 
That has to-day escap'd. I thank you all; 
For doughty-handed are you; and bave fought 
Not as you serv'd the cause, but as it had been 
Kach man's like mine; you have shewn all Hec- 
tors. 
Enter the city, clip your wives, your friends, 
Tell them your feats; whilst they with joyful 
tears 
Wash the congealment from your wounds, and 
| kils | 
The honour'd gashes whole. — Give me thy 
hand ; [To SCARUVS- 
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95 
Enter CL.EoOPATRA, attended. 


To this great fairy I'll commend thy acts, 
Make ** thanks bleſs thee. — O thou day o' the 
world, 
Chain mine arm'd neck ; leap thou, attire and al}, 
Through proof of harneſs to my heart, and there 
Ride on the pants wiumphing, 
Cleo. Lord of lords! 
O infinite virtue! com'st thou smiling from 
The world's great snare uncaught? 

Ant. My nightingale, 

We have beat them to their beds, What, girl? 
though prey 

Do something mivgle with our younger brown; 
yet bave we 

A brain that nourishes our nerves, and can 

Get goal for goal of youth. Behold this man; 

Commend unto bis lips thy fayouring hand; — 

Kils it, my warrior: — He hath fought er, 

As if a god, in hate of mankind, had 

Destroy'd in such a sbape. 

Cleo. I'll give thee, friend, 

An armonr all of gold; ; it was a king's. 

Ant. He has deserv'd it, were it carbuncled 
].ike boly Phoebus” car. —, Give me thy band; — 
Through Alexandria make a jolly march: 

Bear our hack'd targets like ye, men that owe 
them: 

Had our great pa! !ace the capacity 

To camp this host, we all would. sup together; 

And drink carouses to the next day's fate, 

Which promises royal peril. — Tr umpeters, 

With brazen din blast you the city's ear; 

Make mingle with our rattling tabourines ; 5 

That heaven and earth may strike their sounds 

together, 


Applauding our approach. | ſExeunt, 


. 
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8 EE NE IX; 
Caesar's Camp. 
Sentinels on their post, Enter ExonAn nus. 


1. Sold. If we be not reliev'd within this hour, 
We must return to the court of guard: The night 
Is 8hiny; and, they say, we shalf embattle 
By the «econd hour i' the morn. 

2. Sold. This last day was 
A *brewd one to us. 

Eno. O, bear me witneſs, night, — 

3. Sold. What man is this? | 

2. Sold. Stand close, and list him. 

Eno. Be witneſs to me, O thou blessed moon, 
When men revolted shall upon record 
Bear hateful] memory, poor Enobarbus did 
Before thy face repent! — 

1. Sold. Enobarbus! 

3. Sold. Peace; hark further. 

Eno. O sovereign mistrefs of true melancholy, 
The poisorous damp of night dispunge upon me; 
That life, a very rebel to my will, 

May hang no longer on me: Throw my beart 

Against the flint and hardneſs of my fault; 

Which, being dried with grief, will break to 

owder, | 

And finish all foul thoughts. O Antony, 

Nobler than my revolt is infamous, 

Forgive me in thine own particular; 

But let the world rank me in register 

A master-leaver, and a fugitive: 4:3 

O Antony! O Antony! [ dies. 
2. Sold. Let's speak to him. 


1. Sold. Let's hear him, for the things he 


Speaks 
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May concern Caesar. 
3. Sold. Let's do so. But be sleeps. 
1. Sold. Swoons rather; for 80 bad a prayer as 
his 
Was never yet for sleep. 
2. Sold. Go we to him. 


5. Sold. Awake, sir, awake; speak to us. 
2. Sold. Hear-you, sir? 


1. Sold. The hand of death hath raught him. 
Hark, the drums Drums afar off. 


Demurely wake the sleepers. Let ns bear him 


To the court of guard; he'is of note: our hour 
Is fully out. 


3. Sold. Come on then; he may recover yet. 
[ Exeunt with the body, 


SCENE X. 


Between the two Camps. 


Enter AN rox x, and Scarus, with forces, marching. 


Ant, Their preparation is to-day by sea; 
We please them not by land. 
Scar. For both, my lord. 
Ant. I would, they'd fight i“ the fire, or in the 
| air; 
We'd fight there too. But this it is; Our foot 
Upon the hills adjoining to the city, 
Shall stay with us: order for sea is given; 
They have put forth the haven: Let's seek a 
Spot, 
Where their A putnt ment we may best discover, 
[ Exeunt. 
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Enter Caxs an, and lis forces, marching, 


Caes. But being charg'd, we will be still by 
land, 
Which, as I take it, we shall; for bis best force 
Is forth to man his gailies, To the vales, 
Aud bold our best advantage. [Exeunt. 


Re-enter AxToxy, and Scanvus. 


Ant. Yet they are not join'd: Where yonder 
pine does stand, 
I shall discover all: I'll bring thee word 
Straight, how 'tis like to go. [Extt, 
Scar. Swallows bave built 
In Cleopatra's sails their nests: the augurers 
Say, they know not, — they cannot tell; — look 
rimly, 
And dare not speak their knowledge. Antony 
Is valiant, and dejected; and, by starts, 
His f:etted fortunes give him hope, and fear, 
Of what be has, and has not. 


Alarum afar off, as at a $ea fight, 
Re-enter AKTONY. 


/ 
Ant. All is lost; 


This foul Egyptian hath betrayed me: 

My fleet hach yielded to the foe; and yonder 

They cast their caps up, and carouse together 

Like friends long lost. — Triple-turn'd whore! 
| tis thou 


Hast sold me to this novice; and my heart 3 
Makes onlv wars on thee. — Bid tbem all ly; |} 3 
For when I am reveng'd upon my charm, = 
I have done all: — Bid them all fly, be gone. A 

(Exit Scans. 
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O sun, thy uprise shall I gee no more: 

Fortune and Antony part here; eveu here 

Do we shake hands, — All come to this? — The 
| hearts | | 

That spaniel'd me at heels, to whom I gave 

Their wishes, do discandy, melt their sweets 

On blossoming Caesar; and this pine is bark'd, 

That over-topp'd them all. Betray'd | am: 

O this false soul of Egypt! this grave charm, — 

Whose eye beck'd forth my wars, and call'd them 

home; 

Whose bosom was my crownet, my chief end, 

Like a right gipsy, bath, at fast and loose, 

Beguil'd me to the very heart of lols. — 

What, Eros, Eros! 


99 


Enter CulzxoraTRA. 


Ab, thou spell! Avaunt. 


Cleo. Why is my lord enrag'd againet his love? 
Ant. Vanish ; or I sball give thee thy deserving, 
And blemish Cacsar's triumph. Let him take 
thee, 
And boist thee up to the shouting Plebeians: 
Follow his chariot, like the greatest spot 
Of all thy sex; most monster-like, be shewn 
For poor'st diminutives, for doits; and Jet 
Patient Octavia plough thy visage u 
With her prepared nails. [Exit CLEO.] 'Tis well 
thour't gone, 
Tf it be well to live: But better *twere 
Thou felb'st into my fury, for one death 
Might have prevented many. — Eros, ho! — 
The $hirt of Nessus is upon me: Teach me, 
Alcides, thou mine ancestar, thy rage: 
Let me lodpe Lichas on the horns o'the moon; 


And with those bauds, that grasp'd the heayiest 
club, 


# 
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Subdue my worthiest self. The witch shall die: 
To the young Roman boy she hath sold me, and 
I fall 
Under this plot: she dies for't. — Eros, ho! 
[Exit. 


SCENE XI. 


Alexandria. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter CLEoPATRA, CHARMIAN, InAs, and MARDIAN. 


Cleo. Help me, my women! O, he is more 
ma 
Than Telamon for his shield; the boar of Thes- 
saly 
Was never so embols'd. 
Char. To the monument ; 
There lock yourself, and send him word you are 
dead. 
The soul and body rive not more in parting, 
Than greatneſs going off. 
Cleo. To the monument : — 
Mardian, go tell him I have slain myself; 
Say, that the last I 8poke was, Antony, 
And word it, pr'ythee, piteously: Hence, Mar- 


lan; 
And bring me how he takes my death. — To the 
monument. [Exzeunt, 


SCENE XII. 


The same. Another Room. 


Enter AnTony, and Eros. 


Ant. Eros, thou yet behold'st me? 


Eros. Ay, noble lord. 
Ant. 
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Ant. Sometime, we see a cloud that's dragon. 
ish; 
A vapour, sometime, like a bear, or lion, 
A tower'd citadel, a pendant rock, | 
A forked mountain, or blue promonto 
With trees upon't, that nod unto the world, 
And mock our eyes with air: Thou hast seen 
| these signs; 
They are black vesper's pageants. 
Eros. Ay, my lord. 
Ant. That, which is now a horse, even with a 
thought, 


The rack dislimns; and makes it indistinct, 
As water is in water. 


Eros. It does, my lord. 

Ant. My good knave, Eros, now thy captain is 
Hven such a body: bere I am Antony; 
Yet cannot hold this visible shape, my knave. 
T made these wars for Egypt; and the queen, — 
Whose heart, I thought, I had, for she had mine; 
Which, whilst it was mine, had annex'd unto't 


A million more, now lost, — she, Eros, has 
Pack'd cards with Caesar, and false play'd my 
glory | | 


Unto an enemy's triumph. — 


Nay, weep not, gentle Eros; there is left us 
Ourselves to end ourselves. — O, thy vile lady! 


Enter MAn D TAN. 


She has robb'd me of my sword. 
Mar. No, Antony; 


My mistreſs lov'd thee, and ber fortunes mingled 
With thine entirely. 


Ant, Hence, saucy eunuch; peace; 
She hath betrayd me, and shall die the death. 
Mar. Death of oue person can be paid but 


once ; 
Vol. VI. N 
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And that she has discharg'd: What thou would'st 
do, 

Is done unto thy hand; the last sbe spake 

Was, Antony! most noble Antony ! 2 

Then in the midst a tearing groan did break | | 

The name of Antony; it was diyided 

Between ber beart and lips: she render'd life, 


Thy name so buried in her. 
Ant. Dead then? 3 
Mar, Dead. 5 
Ant. Unarm, Eros; the long day's task is done, * 
And we must sleep: — That thou depart'st hence FE 
safe, n 
Does pay thy labour richly; Go. — Off, pluck oy. 
9 [ Exit MaRDñIAX. = 


The seven-fold shield of Ajax cannot keep . 

be battery from my heart. O, cleave, my sides! 

Heart, once be stronger than thy continent, T. 

Crack thy frail case! — Apace, Eros, apace. — ; 5 

No more a soldier: — Bruised pieces, go; 1 

You have been nobly borne. — From me a | 
while, — [Exit Enos, 


I will o'ertake thee, Cleopatra, and 
Weep for my pardon. So it must be, for now 
All length is torture: — Since the torch is out, 

+ Lie down, and stray no farther; Now all labour 
Marrs what it does; yea, very force entangles 
Itself with strength: Seal then, and all is done. — 
Eros! — I come, my queeu: — Eros! — Stay 

| for me: 
Where souls — __ on flowers, we'll hand in 
and, 
And with our sprightly port make the ghosts 
aze : 
Dido and her Aeneas shall want troops, 
And all the baunt be ours. — Come, Eros, Eros! 
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Enter Enos, 


Eros. What would my lord? 
Ant. Since Cleopatra dy'd, | 
I have liv'd in such dishonour, that the gods 
Detest my baseneſs. I, that with my sword 
Quarter'd wm ace and o'er green Neptune's 
ac 
With ships made cities, condemn myself, to lack 
The courage of a woman, lels noble mind 
Than she, which, by her death, our Caesar tells, 
I am conqueror of myself. Thou art sworn, Eros, 
That, 2 wa the exigent should come, (which 
now 
Is come, indeed,) when I sbould see behind me 
The inevitable prosecution of | 
Disgrace and horror, that, on my command, 
Thou then would'st kill me: do't; the time is 
| come: | 
Thou strik'st not me, 'tis Caesar thou defeat'st. 
Put colour in thy cheek. 
Eros. The gods withhold me! 
Shall I do that, which all the Parthian darts, 
Though enemy, Jost aim, and coald not? 
Ant, Eros, 
Would'st thou be window'd in great Rome, and 
see 
Thy master thus with pleach'd arms, bending 
down 
His corrigible neck, his face subdued 
To penetrative shame; whilst the wheel'd seat 


Of fortunate Caesar, drawn before him, branded 
His basenels that ensued ? 


Eros. I would not see't. 
Ant, Come then; for with a wound IT must be 
cur'd. 


Draw that thy honest sword, which thou bast 
worn 


N 2 
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Most useful for thy country. 
Eros. O, sir, pardon me. 
Ant. When I did make thee free, swor'st thou 
not then 
To do this when I bade thee? Do it at once; 
Or thy precedent services are all 
But «ccilents unpurpos'd. Draw, and come. 
Eos. Turn from me then that noble counte- 


nance, 
Wherein the worship of the whole world lies. 
Ant. Lo thee. , [curning from him. 


Eros. My sword is drawn. 

Ant. Then let it do at once 
The thing why thou hast drawn it. 

Eros. My dear master, 
My captain, and my emperor! let me say, 
Before I strike this bloody stroke, farewel. 

Ant Tis said, man; — and farewel, 

V.ros Farewel, great chief, Shall I strike now ? 

Ant. Now, Eros. | 

Eros. Why, there then: — [falls on his sword.) 
| Thus I do escape the sorrow 

Of Antony's death. : [dies. 


Ant. Thrice nobler than myself! 

Thou teachest me, O valiant Eros, what 

I should, and thou could'st not. My queen and 
| Eros 

Have, by their brave instruction, got upon me 

A noblenels in record: But I will be 

A bridegroom in my death, and run into't 

As to a4, ae bed. Come then; and, Eros, 


Thy master dies thy scholar; to do thus 
[falling on his sword. 


T Yearn'd of thee. How! not dead? not dead ? — 
The guard! — how! — O, dispatch me. 
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Enter DERnCETAS, and Guard. 


1. Guard. What's the noise? 
Ant. T have done my work ill, friends; O, 
make an end 
Of what IT have begun. 
2. Guard. The star is fallen. 
1. Guard, And time is at his period. 
All. Alas, and woe! 
Ant. Let him that loves me, strike me dead. 
1. Guard. Not I. 
2. Guard. Nor Tl. 


5. Guard, Nor any one. [Excunt Guard. 


Der. Thy death and fortunes bid thy 7ollowers 
fly. FE: 
This sword but shewn to Caesar, with this 
tidings, 
Sball enter me with him. 


Enter DrouzE DRS. 


Dio. Where's Antony ? 

Der. There, Diomed, there. 

Dio. Lives he? Wilt thou not answer, man? 
[ Exit DzrcETAS: 


Ant. Art thon there, Diomed? Draw thy sword, 
and give me 
Suſhcing strokes for death. 
Dio. Most absolute lord, 
My mistreſs Cleopatra sent me to thee, 
Ant, When did she send thee? 
Dio. Now, my lord. 
Ant. Where is she? 
Dio. Lock'd in her monument. She had a pro- 
phesying fear 
£ what hath come to pals: for when she saw 
\V hich never shall be found) you did suspect 
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She bad dispos'd with Caesar, and that your rage 


Would not he purg'd, she sent you word she was 


dead; 
But, fearing since how it might work, bath sent 
Me to * the truth; and I am come, 


| 1 dread, too late. 


Ant. Too late, good Diomed: — Call my guard, 
I pr'ythee. 
Dio. What, ho! the emperor's guard! The 
uard, what, ho! 
Come, your ford calls. 


Enter 000+ of the Guard. 


Ant. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra 
bides; 
"Tis the last service that I shall command you. 


1. Guard, Woe, woe are we, sir, you may not 
live to wear 
All your true followers out. 


All. Most heavy day! 


Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not please 
| sharp fate 
To grace it with your sorrows: bid that wel- 
come 
Which comes to punish us, and we punish it 


Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up: 


J have led you oft; carry me now, good friends, 
And have my thanks for all. 
[Exeunt, bearing Antony. 
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The same, A Monument. 


Enter above CreoraAtTRA, CHARMIAN, and Iras. 


Cleo. O Charmian, I will never go from hence. 
Char. Be comforted, dear madam. - 
Cleo. No, I will not: 
All strange and terrible events are welcome, 
But comforts we despise; our $ize of sorrow, 
Proportion'd to our cause, must be as great 


Enter DrowmevDes. 


As that which makes it. — How now? is he 
dead ? | 
Dio. His death's npon him, but not dead. 
Look out o' the other side your monument, 


His guard have brought him thither. 
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Cleo. O thou sun, 


Burn the great sphere thou mov'st in! — darkling 
„ lee 
The varying shore o'the world! — O Antony! 
Antony, gong Ilelp, Charmian, help; Iras, 
eps 
Help, friends below; let's draw him hither. 
Ant. Peace: 
Not Caesar's valour hath o'erthrown Antony, 
But Antony's hath triumph'd on itself. 
Cleo. So it should be, that none but Antony 
Should conquer Antony; but woe 'tis 80! 
Aut. TI am dying, Egypt, dying; only 
J here importune death a while, until 
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Of many thousand kisses the poor last | 
I lay upon tby lips. — | F 
Cleo. I dare not, dear, 5 
(Dear my lord, pardon,) J dare not, 
Lest I be taken: not the imperious shew 
Of the full-fortun'd Caesar ever shall 
Be brooch'd with me; if knife, drugs, serpents, 
have 
Edge, sting, or operation, I am safe: 
Your wife Octavia, with her modest eyes, 
And still conclusion, sball acquire no hononr 
Demuring upon me. — But come, come, Anto- 
ny, — 
Help me, my women, — we must draw thee 
up; — 
Assist, good nd 
Ant. O, quick, or I am gone. 
Cleo. Here's sport, indeed! — How heavy 
| weighs my lord! 
Our strength is all gone into heavineſs, 
That makes the weight: Had I great Juno's 
power, 
The strong-wing'd Mercury should fetch thee up, 
And set thee by Jove's side. Yet come a little, — 
Wishers were ever fools; — O, come, come, 


. 


= 

como; [They drau: Antony up, | 5 

And welcome, welcome! die, where, thou hast 8 
lived: © 

Quicken with kissing; bad my lips that power, | 
Thus would I] wear them out. - 
All. A heavy sight! 4 


Ant. 1 am dying, Ugypt, dying: 
Give me some wine, and let me speak a little. 
Cleo. No, let me speak; and let me rail 80 
high, | 
That the false housewife Fortune break her 
wheel, 
Provok'd by my offence, 
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Ant. One word, sweet queen: | 
Of Caesar seck your honour, with your safety. 
— O! 
Cleo. They do not go together. 
Ant, Gentle, hear me: | 
None about Caesar trust, but Proculeins. | 
Cleo. My resolution, and my bands, II! trust; 
Nove about Caesar. | 
Ant. The miserable change now at my end, 
Lament nor sorrow at: but please your thoughts, 
In feeding them with those my former fortunes 
Vberein I liv'd, the greatest prince o' the world, 
The noblest: and do now not basely die, 
Nor cowardly; put off my helmet to 
My countryman, a Roman, by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquish'd. Now, my $pirit is going; 
I can no more. [dies. 


Cleo. Noblest of men, woo't die? 
Hast thou no care of me? sball I abide 
In this dull world, which in thy absence is 
No better than a stye? — O, see, my women, 


The crown o' the earth Joth melt: — My lord! — 
227 O, wither'd is the garland of tlie war, 
6 The soldier's pole is fallen; young boys, and 
. iis, 
| Are level now with men: the odds is gone, 
* . . 
* And there is nothing left remarkable 
2 Beneath the visitivg moon. [She faints. 


. Char, O, quietnels, lady! 

5 Iras. She is dead too, our sovereign. 

> Char. Lady, — 

Tras. Madam, — 

Char, O madam, madam, madam ! 

Iras. Royal Egypt! emprels! 

Char, Peace, peace, Iras. 

Cleo. No more, but e'cn a woman; and com- 
manded 
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By such poor passion as the maid that milks, 

And does the meanest chares. -— It were for 
me 

To throw my scepter at the injurious gods; 

To tell them, that this world did e * theirs, 

Till they had stolen our jewel. All's but naught; 

Patience is sottish; and impatience does 

Become a dog that's mad: Then is it sin, 

To rusb into the secret house of death, 

Ere death dare come to us? — How do you, 
women ? 

What, what? good cheer! Why, how now, 
Charmian ? 

My noble girls! — Ab, women, women! look, 

Our lamp is spent, it's out: — Good sirs, take 
heart; — [to the guard below, 


We'll bury him: and then, what's brave, what's 
noble, 

Let's do it after the bigh Roman fashion, 

And make death proud to take us. Come, away: 

This case of that huge spirit now is cold. 

Ah, women, women! come; we have no friend 

But resolution, and the briefest end. 


[Exeunt; those above bearing off Antony's 
body. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


Caessr's Camp beſore Alexandria. 


Enter CAgsAR, AGRiIPPA, DOLABELLA, MECAENAS, 
GarLus, PhRocUuLErvus, and Others. 


Gaes. Go to him. Dolabella, bid him yield; 
Being so frustrate, tell him, he mocks us by 
The pauses that he makes. 


Dol. Caesar, I sball. [ Exit DoLaBeLLA. 


Enter Dercetas, with the sword of Axxoxx. 


Caes. Wherefore is that? and what art thou, 
that dar'st 
Appear thus to us? 
Der. Jam call'd Dercetas ; 
Mark Antony I serv'd, who best was worth 
Best to be serv'd: whilst he stood up, and spoke, 
He was my master; and I wore my life, 
To spend upon his haters: If thou please 
To take me to thee, as I was to bim 
I'll be to Caesar; if thou pleascst not, 
I yield thee up my life. 
Caes, What is't thou say'st? 
Der. I say, O Caesar, Antony is dead. 


Caes. The breaking of so great a thing should 


make 


A greater crack: The round world should have 
shook | 


Lions into civil streets, 


And citizens to their dens: — The death of An- 
tony | 
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Ts not a single doom; in the name lay 
A moiety of the world. 
Der. He is dead, Cacsar; 
Not by a publick minister of justice, 
Nor by a hired knife; but that self hand, 
Which writ his honour in the acts it did, 
Hath, with the courage which the heart did lend 


it, 
Splitted the heart. — This is his sword, 
T robb'd his wound of it; behold it stain'd 
With his most noble blood. 
Caes. Look you sad, friends? 
The gods rebuke me, but it is a tidings 
To wash the eyes of kings. 
Agr. And strange it 1s, 
That nature must compel us to lament 
Our most persisted deeds. 
Mec. His taints and honours 
Waged equal with him. 
Agr. A rarer spirit never 
Did steer humanity: but you, gods, will give us 
Some faults to make us men. Caesar is touch'd. 
Mec. When such a spacious mirror's set before 
him, 
He needs must see himself. 
Caes. O Antony! 
T have follow'd thee to this; — But we do launce 
Diseases in our bodies: I must perforce 
Ilave shewn to thee such a declining day, 
Or look on thine; we could not stall together 
In the whole world: But yet let me lament, 
With tears as sovereign as the blood of hearts, 
That thou, my brother, my competitor 
In top of all design, my mate in empire, 
Friend and companion in the front of War, 
The arm of mine own body, and the heart 
Where mine his thoughts did kindle, — that our 
stars, 
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Unreconciliable, sbould divide 
Our equaluels to this. — Hear me, good ſriends, — 
But I will tell you at some meeter season; 


Enter a Messen ger. 


The busineſs of this man looks out of him, 
We'll hear him what he says. — Whence are 
you ? 
Mes. A poor Egyptian yet. The queen my 
mistrels, 
Conſin'd in all she has, her monument, 
Of thy intents desires instruction; 
That she preparedly may frame herself 
To the way she's forc'd to. 
Caecs. Bid her have good heart; 
She soon shall know of us, by some of ours, 
How honourable and bow kindly we 
Determine for her: for Caesar cannot live 
To be ungentle. 
Mes. So the gods preserve thee! [Extt. 


Caes. Come hither, Proculeius; Go, and say, 

We purpose her no shame: give her what com- 
forts 

Tbe quality of her passion shall require; 
Lest, in her greatnels, by some mortal stroke 
She do defeat us: for her life in Rome 
Would be eternal in our triumph: Go, 
And, with your speediest, bring us what she says, 
And how you lind of her. 


Pro. Caesar, I sball. [Exit PRocuLEtvs, 

Caes. Gallus, go you along. — Where's Dola- 
bella, | | 

To second Proculeius ? [Exit Gairius, 


Agr. Mec. Dolabella! 


Caes. Let him alone, for T remember now 
How he's employ'd; he shall in time be ready. 
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Go with me to my tent; where you shall see 
How hardly I was drawn into this war; 

How calm and gentle I proceeded still 

In ali my writings: Go with me, and see 

What I can sbew in this. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Alexandria. A Room in the Monument. 


Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, and IRAS. 


Cleo. My desolation does begin to make 
A better life: "Tis paltry to be Caesar; 
Not being fortune, he's but fortune's knave, 
A minister of her will; And it is great 
To do that thing that ends all other deeds; 
Which shackles accidents, and bolts up change; 
Which sleeps, and never palates more the dung, 
The beggar's nurse and Caesar's. 


Enter, to the gates of the Monument, PaocurLvs, 
GALLus, and Soldiers. 


Pro. Caesar sends greeting to the queen of 
Egypt; 
And bids thee Nady on what fair demands 
Thou mean'st to have him grant thee. 
Cleo. [within.] What's thy name? 
Pro. My name is Proculeius. 
Cleo. [wit hin.] Antony 
Did tell me of you, bade me trust you; but 
I do not greatly care to be deceiv'd, 
That have no use for trusting. If your master 
Would have * queen his beggar, you must tell 
im, | 
That majesty, to keep decorum, must 
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No leſs beg than a kingdom: if he please 
To give me conquer'd Egypt for my son, 
He gives me 80 much of mine own, as I 
Will kneel to bim with thanks, 
/o. Be of good cheer; 
You are fallen into a princely hand, fear nothing : 
Make your full reverence freely to my lord, 
Who is so full of grace, that it flows over 
On all that need: Let me report to him 
Your sweet dependancy; and you shall find 
A conqueror, that will prey in aid for kindneſs, 
Where he for grace is kneel'd to. 
Cleo. | within.] Pray you, tell him 


115 


I ͤam his fortune's vassal, and I gend him 


The greatneſs he has got. I hourly learn 
A doctrine of obedience; and would gladly 
Look him i' the face. 
Pro. This I'Il report, dear lady. 
Have comfort; for, I know, your plight is pity'd 
Of him that caus'd it. 
Cal. You see how easily she may be surpriz'd; 
[Here Procurrivs, and two of the guard, ascend 
the monument by a ladder placed against a 


window, and having descended, eme behind 


CLrOr AURA. Some of the guard unbar and 
open the gates, 


Guard her till Caesar come. 
[to Proculeius and the guard, Exit Gallus. 
Iras. Royal queen! 
Char, O Cleopatra! thou art taken, queer! — 
Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands. 
[drawing @ dagger. 
Pro. Hold, worthy lady, hold: 


[ 5eizes and disarms her. 


Do not yourself such wrong, who are in this 
Reliev'd, but not betray'd. 


Cleo. What, of death too, 


. ———— 
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That rids our dogs of Janguish ? 

Pro. Cleopatra, 
Do not abuse my master's bounty, by 
The undoing of yoursc}f; Jet the world see 
His nobleneſs well acted, which your death 
Will never let come forth. 

Cleo. Where art thou, death ? 
Come hither, come! come, come, and take a 

deen 

Worth many | begun and beggars! 

Pro. O, temperance, lady ! 

Cleo. Sir, I will eat no meat, III not drink, 

sir; 

If idle talk will once be necessary, 
I' not sleep neither: This mortal house T'] ruin, 
Do Caesar what he can. Know, sir, that I 
Will not wait pinion'd at your master's court; 
Nor once be chasti>'d with the sober eye 
Of dull Octavia Shall they hoist me up, 
And shew me to the shovting varletry 
Of censuring Rome? Rather a ditch in Egypt 
Be gentle grave unto me! rather on Nilus' mud 
Lay me stark naked, and let the water-ſlies 
Blow me into abhorring ! rather make 
My country's high pyramides my gibbet, 
And hang me up in chains! 

Pro. Yon do extend 
The thoughts of horror further than you shall 
Find cause in Caesar. 


Enter DorBzLLA. 


Dol. Proculeius, 
What thou bast done thy master Caesar knows, 
And he hath sent for thee: as for the queen, 
I'll take her to my guard. 
Pro. So, Dolabella, 
It shall content me best: be gentle to her. — 
To 
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To Caesar I will speak what you shall please, 


[to Cuno. 
If you'll employ me to him. 
Cleo. Say, I would die. 
[Exeunt PrRocuLErvs, and Soldiers. 
Dol. Most noble empreſs, you have heard of 
me ? 
Cleo. J cannot tell. | 
Dol. Assuredly, you know me. 
Cleo. No matter, sir, what I have heard, or 
known: 
You laugh, when boys, or women, tell their 
dreams; 
Is't not your trick? 
Dol. I understand not, madam. 
Cleo. I dream'd, there was an emperor Anto- 


ny; — 
O, such another sleep, that I might see 
But such another man! 

Dol. If it might please you, — 

Cleo. His face was as the heavens; and therein 

stuck 
A sun, and moon; which kept their course, and 
lighted | 

The little O, the earth. 

Dol. Most sovereign creature, — 

Cleo. His legs bestrid the ocean: his rear'd arm 
Crested the world: his voice was property'd 
As all the tuned spheres, and that to friends; 
But when he meant to quail and shake the orb, 
He was as rattling thunder. For his bonnty, 
There was no winter in't; an autumn 'twas, 
That grew the more by resping: His delights 
Were dolphin-like; they sbew'd his back above 
The element they liv'd in: In his hvery 
Walk'd crowns, and crownets; realms and is- 
lands were 
As plates dropp'd from lis pocket. 
Vol. VI. O 
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- Dol. Cleopatra, — 
Cleo. Think you, there was, or might be, 
such a man 
As this I dream'd of ? 
Dol, Gentle madam, no. | 
Cleo. You lie, up to the hearing of the gods, 
But, if there be, or ever were one such, | 
It's past the size of dreaming: Nature wants 
stuff 
To vie strange forms with fancy; yet, to ima- 
ine 
An Antony, were nature's piece *gainst fancy, 
Condemning $sbadows quite. 
Dol. Hear me, good madam; 
Your loſs is as yourself, great; and you bear it 
As answering to the weight: "Would I might 
never | 
O'ertake pursu'd succeſs, but I do feel, 
By the rebound of yours, a prief that shoots 
My very heart at root. 
Cleo. T thank you, sir. 
Know you, what Caesar means to do with me? 


Dol. I am loth to tell you what I would you 
knew. 


Cleo. Nay. pray yon, sir, — 

Dol. Though he be honourable, — 
Cleo. He'll lead me then in triumph? 
Dol. Madam, he will; J know it. 
Within. Make way there, — Caesar. 


Enter Cazsan, Garrius, Pnocureivs, Mrcagnas, 
SELEUCUS, and Attendants. 


Caes. Which is the queen of Egypt? 
Dol. It is the emperor, madam. [CLEO. kneels. 
Caes. Arise, you shall not kneel: 
I pray you, rise; rise, Egypt. 
Cleo. Sir, the gods 
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Will have it thus; my master and my lord 
I must obey. | 

Caes. Take to you no hard thoughts: 
The record of what injuries you did us, 
Though written in our flesh, we shall remember 
As things but done by chance. 

Cleo. Sole sir o' the world, 
JI cannot project mine own cause 80 well 
To make it clear; but do confeſs, I have 
Been laden with like frailties, which before 
Have often sbam'd our sex. 

Caes. Cleopatra, know, 
We will extenuate rather than enforce: 
If you apply yourself to our intents, 


(Which wad re you are most gentle) you shall 
fin 

A benefit in this change; but if you seek 

To lay on me a cruelty, by taking 

Antony's course, you shall bereave yourself 

Of my good purposes, and put your children 

To that destruction which I'll guard them from, 

If thereon you rely, I'll take my leave, 

Cleo. And may, through all the world: 'tis 
| Fours; and we | 
Your *scutcheons, and your signs of conquest, 

shall a 
Hang in what place you please. IIere, my gaod 
ord, 
Caes. You shall advise me in all for Cleopatra. 
Cleo, This is the brief of money, plate, and 
jewels, 
I am posseſs'd of: 'tis exactly valued ; 
Not petty things admitted. — Where's Seleucus ? 
Sel. Here, madam. | 


Cleo, This is my treasurer; let him speak, my 
lord, | 


Upon his peril, that T bave resery'd 
To myself nothing. Speak the truth, Seleucus. 


O 2 


119 


120 ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 


Sel. Madam, 


J bad rather seel my lips, than, to my peri}, 
Speak that which is not. 


Cleo. What have I kept back? 


Fel. Enough to purchase what you have made 
known. 
Caes, Nay, blush not, Cleopatra; I approve 
Your wisdom in the deed. 


Cleo. See, Caesar! O, behold, 

How pomp is follow'd! mine will now be yours; 
And, should we shift estates, yours would be 
mine. 

The ingratitude of this Seleucus does 

Even make me wild: — O slave, of no more trust 

Than love that's bir'd ! —- What, goest thou back? 
thou $sbalt 

Go back, I warrant thee; but I'll catch thine 
eyes, 

Though they had wings: Slave, soul-leſs villain, 
dog! 

O rarely base! , 

Caes. Good queen, let us entreat you. 


Cleo. O Caesar, what a wounding shame is 
this: 
That thou, vouchsafing here to visit me, 
Doing the honour of thy lordlineſs 
To one so meek, that mine own servant should 
Parcel the sum of my disgraces by 
Addition of his envy! Say, good Caesar, 
That J some lady trifles have reserv'd, 
Immoment toys, things of such dignity 
As we greet modern friends withal; and say, 
Some nobler token I have kept apart 
For Livia, and Octavia, to induce 
Their mediation; must I be unfolded 
With one that I have bred? The gods! It smites 
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Beneath the fall I have. Pr'ythee, go hence; 
[ To Seleucus, 

Or I $shall shew the cinders of my spirits 

Through the asbes of my chance: — Wert thou 


a man, 


Thou would'st have mercy on me. 
Caes. Forbear, Seleucus, [Exit SEI. 
Cleo. Be it known, that we, the greatest, are 
misthought 


For things that others do; and, when we fall, 
We answer others' merits in our name, 
Are therefore to be pitied. 

Caes, Cleopatra, 
Not what 8 resery'd, nor what acknows 

ledg'd, 

Put we i' the roll of conquest; still be it yours, 
Bestow it at your pleasure; and believe, | 


Caesar's uo merchant, to make prize with you 


Of things thet merchants sold. Therefore be 


cheer'd ; 
Make not your thoughts your prisons: no, dear 
ueen ; 
For we intend so to dispose you, as 
Yourself shall give us connsel. Feed, and sleep: 
Our care and pity is so much upon you, 
That we remain your friend; And so, adieu. 
Cleo. My master, and my lord! 
Caes. Not so: Adieu. 


LExcunt Cas An, and his traiu. 
Cleo, He words me, gitls, he words me, that 
I should not 

Be noble to myself: but hark thee, Charmian. 
(whispers Charmian. 

Tras. Finish. good lady; the bright day is do 
And we are for the dark. : . 4 TY 
Cleo, Hie thee again: 


i have spoke already, and it is provided; 


%. 
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Go, put it to the haste. 
Char, Madam, I will. 


Re-enter DorABEtLLA, 


Dol. Where is the queen? 
Char. Behold, sir. 
Cleo. Dolabella ? 
Dol, Madam, as thereto sworn by your com- 
mand, 
Which my love makes religion to obey, 
T tel] you this; Caesar through Syria 
Intends his journey; and, within three days, 
You with your children will he send before: 
Make your best use of this: I have perform'd 
Your pleasure, and my promise. 
Cleo. Dolabella, | 
I 5ha)ll remain your debtor. 
Dol. I your servant. 
Adieu, good queen; I must attend on Caesar. 
Cleo. Farewel, and thanks. | Exit Dola.] Now, 
Iras, what think'st thou? 
Thou, an Egyptian puppet, sbalt be shewn 
In Rome, as well as I: mechanick slaves 
With greasy aprons, rules, and hammers, sball 
Uplift us to the view; in their thick breaths, 
Rank of groſs diet, shall we be enclouded, 
And forc'd to drink their vapour. 
Tras. The gods forbid! | 
Cleo. Nay, 'tis most certain, Iras: Saucy lictors 
Will catch at us, like strumpets; and scald rhimers 
Ballad us out o' tune: the quick comedians 
Extemporally will stage us, and present 
Our Alexandrian A; Anton 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and T sball see 
Some squeaking Cleopatra boy my greatnels 
I the posture of a whore. 
Iras. O the good gods! 
Cleo. Nay, tbat's certain, 


[Exit CuARMIAN. 
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Iras. I'll never see it; for, I am sure, my nails 
Are stronger than mine eyes. 

Cleo. Why, that's the way 

To fool their preparation, and to conquer 

Their most absurd intents, — Now, Charmian ? — 


Enter CuanmMiAn. 


Shew me, my women, like a queen; — Go fetch 

My best attires; — I am again for Cydnus, 

To meet Vark Antony: — Sirrah, Iras, go. — 

Now, noble Charmian, we'll dispatch indeed: 

And, when thou hast done this chare, III give 
thee leave 

To play til] . 0 — Bring our crown and 
all. 

Wherefore's this noise? [Eait Iras. A noise within, 


Enter one of the Guard. 


Guard, Here's a rural fellow, 
That will not be deny'd your bighnelſs' presence; 
He brings you ſigs. 

Cleo, Let bim come in, What poor an instru- 


ment [Exit Guard. 
May do a noble deed! he brings me liberty. 


ly resolution's plac'd, and I have nothin 


Of woman in me: Now from head to foot 


Jam marble-constant; now the fleeting moon 
No planet is of mine. 


Re-enter Guard, with a Clown bringing a basket. 


Guard, This is the man. | 

Cl-o, Avoid, and leave him. [ Exit Guard, 
Hast thou tbe pretty worm of Nilus there, 

That kills and pains not? 

Clown, Truly J have him: but T would not be 
the party that should desire you to touch him, for 
his biting is immortal; those, that do die of it, 
do seldom or never recover. 
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Cleo. Remember'st thou any that have died on't? 
Clown. Very many, men and women too. I 
heard of one of them no longer than yesterday: 
a very bonest woman, but something given to lie; 
as a woman should not do, but ia the way of 
honesty : how sbe died of the biting of it, what 
pain she felt, — Truly, she makes a very good 
report o' the worm: But he that will believe all 
that they say, sball never be saved by half that 
they do: But this is most fallible, the worm's an 
odd worm. | 

Cleo. Get thee hence; farewel. 

Clown I wish yon all joy of the worm, 

Cleo. Farewel. [Clown sets down the basket. 

Clown, You must think this, look you, that the 
worm will do his kind. 

Cleo. Ay, ay; farewel. 

Clown. Look you, the worm is not to be trust- 
ed, but in the keeping of wise people; for, in- 
deed, there is no goodneſs in the worm. 

Cleo. Take thou no cate; it shall be beeded. 

Ulown., Very good: give it nothing, I pray you, 
For it is not worth the feeding. | 

Cleo. Will it eat me? 

Clown. You must not think I am so simple, but 
I know the devil himself will not eat a woman: 
I know, that a woman is a dish for the gods, if 
the devil dreſs her not. But, truly, these same 
whoreson devils do the gods great harm in their 
women; for in every ten that they make, the 
devils mar hve. 

Cleo. Well, get thee gone; farewel. 

Clown. Yes, forsooth; I wish you joy of the 
Worm. | | Exit. 


Re-enter Inas, with robe, crown, etc. 


Cleo. Give me my robe, put on my crown; I 
have 
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Immortal longings in me: Now no more 

The juice of Egypt's grape shall moist this lip; — 
Yare, yare, good Iras; quick. — Methinks, I bear 
Autony call; 1 see him rouse himself 

To praise wy noble act; I hear him mock 

The luck of Caesar, which the gods give men 


To excuse their aſter wrath : Husband, I come: 


Now to that name my courage prove my title! 


] am fire, ard air; my other elements 
I give to baser life. — So, — have you done? 
Come then, and take the last warmth of my 
lips. 
Farewel, kind Charmian; — Iras, long farewel. 
Kisses them. Iras falls and diet. 


Have I the aspick in my lips? Dost fall? 
If thou and nature can so gently part, 
The stroke of death is as a lover's pinch, 
W hich hurts, and is desir'd. Dost thou lie still? 
If thus thou vanisbest, thou tell'st the world 
It is not worth leave-taking. 
Char. Dissolve, thick cloud, and rain; that I 
may say, 
The gods themselves do weep! 
Cleo. This proves me base: 
If she first meet the curled Antony, 
He'il make demand of her; aud spend that kiſs, 
Which is my heaven to have. — Come, mortal 
wretch, 


[co the asp, which she applies to her breast. 


With thy sharp teeth this knot intrinsicate 
Of life at once untie: poor venomous fool, 
Be angry, and dispatch. O, could't thou speak! 
That 1 might hear thee call great Caesar, aſs 
Unpolicy'd! 

Char, O eastern star! 

Cleo. Peace, peace! 
Dost chou not see my baby at my breast, 
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Tbat sucks the nurse asleep? 
Char. O, break! O, break! 
Cleo. As sweet as balm, as soft as air, as gen- 
tle, — 
O Autony! — Nay, I will take thee too: — 
[applying another asp to her arm. 


What should T stay — [falls on à bed, and dies. 


Char, In this wild world? — So, fare thee 
well. — 
Now boast thee, death! in thy possession lies 
A Vaſs unparallePd. — Downy windows, close; 
And golden Phoebus never be beheld 
Of eyes again 80 royal! Ycur crown's awry; 
T'll mend it, and then play. 


Enter the Guard, rushing in, 


I. Guard. Where is the queen? 

Char. Speak softly, wake her not. 

1. Guard. Caesar hath sent — 

Char. To slow a messenger. [applies the asp. 


O, come; apace. dispatch: I partly feel thee. 
I. Guard, Approach, ho! All's not well; Cae- 
sar's beguil'd. 
2. Guard, There's Dolabella sent from Caesar; 
— call him. 
1. Guard, What work is here? — Charmian, is 
this well done? 
Char, It is well done, and fitting for a princeſs 
Descended of so many royal kings. 
Ab, soldier! [dies. 


Enter DoraBrLlLaA 


Dol. How goes it here? 
2. Guard. All dead. 
Dol. Caesar, thy thoughts 
Touch their effects in this: Thyself art coming 


* W 
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To see perform'd the draded act, which thou 
So sought'st to hinder. 


Within, A way there, a way for Caesar! 


Enter Cazsar, and Attendants. 


Dol. O, sir, you are too sure an augurer; 
That you did fear, is done. 

Caes. Bravest at the last: 
She leveli'd at our purposes, and, being royal, 


Took her own way. — The manner of their 
deaths ? | 


J do not see them bleed. 
Dol. Who was last with them ? 
1. Guard, A simple countryman, that brought 
her ſigs; 
This was his basket. 
Caes. Poison'd then, 
1. Guard, O Caesar, 
This Charmian liv'd but now; she stood, and 
spake: 
I found her trimming up the diadem 


On her dead mistreſs; tremblingly she stood, 
And on the sudden drop'd. 


Caes, O noble weakneſs! — 
Tf they bad swallow'd poison, 'twould appear 
By external swelling: but sbe looks like sleep, 
As she would catch auother Antony - 
Jn her strong toil of grace. 

Dol. Here, on her breast, 
There is a vent of blood, and something blown; 
The like is on ber arm. 

1. Guard, This is an aspick's trail; and these 

| fip-leaves 


Have. slime upon them, such as the aspick leaves 
Upon the caves of Nile. 


Caes. Most probable, 
That so she dy'd; for her physician tells me, 
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She hath pursu'd conclusions infinite 
Of easy ways to die. — Take up her bed; 


And bear her women from the monument: — 2 
She shall be buried by her Antony: 7 
No grave upon the earth shall clip in it 
A pair so famous. High events as these 1 


Strike those that make them: and their story is | 
No leſs in pity, than his glory, which S. 
Brought them to be lamented. Our army k shall, *® 
In solemn shew, attend this funeral; 


And then to Rome. — Come, Dolabella, see F< 

l I 1 , s 

High order in this great solemnity. [Exeunt, BY 
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by „„ THE story of the Misanthrope is told in al- 

most every collection of the time, and particularly in 
two books, with which Shakspeare was intimately ac- 
4 quainted; the Palace of Pleasure, and the English Plu- 
1 tarch. Indeed from a passage in an old play, called 
p Jack Drum's Entertainment, I conjecture that he had 
= - before made his appearance on the stage. FARMEXn. 


: * 
— 
#4 
|| 
. 1 
* 


Persons Represented. 


Timon, A noble Athenian. 

Lucins, 

Lucullus, Lords, and flatterers of Timon. 

Sempronius, 

Ventidius, one of Timon's false Friends. 

Apemantus, a churlish Philosopher. 

Alcibiades, an Athenian General. 

Flavins, Steward to Timon, 

Flaminius, 

Lucihus, Timon's Servants, 

Servilins, 

Caphis, ] 

Philotus, 

Titus, i Servants to Timon's Creditors. 

Lucius, 

Hortensins, | 

Two Servants of Varro, and the Servant of Isidore; two 
of Timon's Creditors. 

Cupid and Maskers. Three Strangers. 

Poet, Painter, Jeweller, and Merchant. 

An old Athenian, A Page, A Tool. 


Auland, Mistresses to Alcibiades. 


Other Lords, Senators, Officers, Soldiers, Thieves, and 
Attendants. 


SC ENE, Athens; and the Woods adjoining. 


TIMON 


i FP. Sa a K 


2 
75 
i 


n 


ms FE. A 3 non 


t 


+ 7 + * , 
* . er 
e — 


TIMON OF AT HE NS. 


ACTI SCENE I. 


Athens. A Hall in Timon's House. 


Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and Others, 


at several doors. 


Poet. Goo p day, sir. 
Pain, T am glad you are well. 


Poet. IJ have not seen you long; How goes 


ihe world? 
Pain, Tt wears, sir, as it grows. 
Poet. Ay, that's well known: 


But what particular rarity ? what strange, 
Which manifold record not matches? See, 
Magick of bounty! all these spirits thy power 
Hath conjur'd to attend. I know the merchant, 


Pain, I know them both; the other's a jewel- 
| ler, AR 
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Mer. O, 'tis a worthy lo:d ! 
Jew. Nay, that's most fſix'd. 
Mer. A most incomparable man; breath'd as 
it were, 

To an untirable and continuate goodnels; 

He passes. 
Jew. I have a jewel here. 
Mer. O, pray, let's see't: For the lord Timon, 


sir? 
Jew, If he will touch the estimate: But, for 
/ that — 
Poet. hen we for recompence have prais'd the 
vile, 


Tt stains the glory in that happy verse 
I hick aptly Sings the good. 
Mer. *Tis a good form. [Looking on the Jewel. 
Jew. And rich: here is a water, look vou. 
Poet. You arc rapt, sir, in some work, some 
dedication | 
To the great lord, 
Poet. A thing slipt idly from me. 
Our poesy is as a gnm, which oozes 
From whence 'tis nourished: The fire i' tlie 
flint 
Shews not, till it be struck; our gentle flame 
Provokes itself, and, like the current, flies 
Each bound it chafes. What have you there? 
Pain, A picture, sir. When comes your book 
forth ? 
Poet. Upon tbe heels of my presentment, sir. 
Let's see your piece. 
Pain. Lis a good piece. 
Poet. So *tis: this comes off well and excel- 
3 
Pain. Indifferent. 
Poet. Admirable: How this grace 
Speaks his own standing? what a mental power 
This eye shoots forth? how big imagination 
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Moves in this lip? to the dumbneſs of the 
gesture 
One might interpret. | 
Pain. It is a pretty mooking of the life, 
Here is a touch; Is't good? 
Poet, I'll say of it, 
It tutors nature: artificial strife 
Lives in these touches, livelier than life. 


Enter certain Senators, and paſs over. 


Pain. How this lord is follow'd! ä 
Poet, The senators of Athens; — Happy men! 
Pain. Look, more ! 
Poet. You se this confluence, this great flood 
of visitors. | £ 
J have, in this rough work, sbap'd out a man, 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and 
hn | 
With amplest 3 My free drift 
Halts. not particvlarly, but moves itself 
In a wide sea of wax: no levell'd malice 
Tafects one comma in the course I hold; 


But flies an eagle flight, bold, and forth on, 
Leaving. no tract behind. 


Pain, How shall J understand you? 

Poet. I'll unbolt to you. 
You see, how all conditions, how all minds, 
(As well of glib and slippery creatures, as 
Of grave and austere quality.) tender down 
Their services to lord Timon: bis large fortune, 
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging, 
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance 


All sorts of hearts; yea, from the glals- fac'd 
ſlatterer 


To Apemantus, that few things loves better 


Than to abhor himself: even he drops down 
The knee before him, and returus in peace 


P 2 
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Most rich in Timon's nod. 
Pain. T saw them speak together, 
Poet, Sir, 1 upon a bigh and pleasant 
(4; 
Feign'd Fortune to be thron'd: The base o' the 
mount . 
Is rank'd with all deserts, all kind of natures, 
That labour on the bosom of this sphere 
To propagate their states: amongst them all, 
Whose cyes are on ths sovereign lady fix'd, 
Oe do I personare of lord Timon's frame, 
Whom fortune with her ivory hand wafts to 
her; | 
Wbose present grace to present slaves and ser- 
vants 
Translates bis rivals. \ 
Pain. *Tis conceiv'd to scope. 
This throne, this. Fortune, and this hill me- 
thinks, 
With one man beckon'd from the rest below, 
Bowiug his head against the stecpy mount 
To cliub his happiuels, would be well exprels'd 
In our condition. 
Het. Nay, sir, but hear me on: 
All those which were bis fellows but of late, 
(Some better than his value.) on the moment 
Follow his strides, his lobbies fill with tend- 
, ale, 
Rain sacrificial whisperings in his ear, 
Make sacred even his stirrop, and through him 
Drink the fie air. 
Pain. Ay. marry, what of these? 
Poet, When Fortune, in her shift and change 
| of mood, 
Spurns down ber late beloy'd, all his depen- 
dauts, | 
Which labour'd after him to the mountain's 


top, 
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Even on their knees and hands, let him slip 
down, 

Not one accompanying his declining foot. 

Pain *Tis common: 

A thousand moral paintings I can shew. 

That shall demonstrate these quick blows of 
fortune's | 

More pregnanily than words. Yet yon do well, 


To shew lord Timon, that mean eyes have seen 
The foot above the bead. 


Trumpets sound. Enter Teo, attended; the Ser- 
vant of Ventidius talking with hum, * 


Tim. Imprison'd is he, say you? 
Ven. Serv. Ay, my good lord: five talents is 
his debt; 
His means most short, his creditors most strait: 
Your honourahle letter be dezires % 
To those have shut him up; which failing, 
Perioils bis comfort. 
Tim. Noble Ventidius! Well; 
T am not of that feather, to sbake off 
My friend when he must need me. I do know 
him 
A gentleman, that well deserves a help, 
Which he shall have: I'Il pay the debt, and 
free him. 
Ven. Serv. Your lordship ever binds him. 
Tim. Commend me to him: I will send his 
ransom; 28 
and, being enfranchis'd, bid him come to me; — 
is not enough to help the feeble up, 
But to svpport him after. — Fare you well. 
Ven, Serv. All happiuels to your honour ! 
IExit. 


_ — — — 
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Enter an old Athenian. 


Old Ath. Lord Timon, hear me speak. 

Tim. Freely, good father. 

Old Ath. Thou hast a servant nam'd Lucilius. 

Tim. T have so: What of him? 

Old Ath. Most noble Timon, call the man 
before thee. 

Tim. Attends he here, or no? — Lucilius! 


Enter Lucius. 


Luc. Here, at your lordship's service. 
Old Ath. This fellow here, lord Timon, this 
thy creature, 
By night frequents my house. T am a man 
That from my first bave been inclin'd to thrift; 
And my estate deserves an heir more rais'd, 
Than ons which holds a trencher, 
Tim: Well; what further? 
Old Atli. One only daughter have J, no kin 
else, 
On whom IT may confer what JI have got: 
'The maid is fair, o' the youngest for a bride, 
And 1 have bred her at my dearest cost, 
In qualities of the best. This man of thine 
Attempts her love: I pr'ythee, noble lord, 
Join with me to forbid him her resort; 
Myself bave spoke in vain, 
Tim. The man is honest, 
Old Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon: 
His honesty rewards bim in itself, 
It must not bear my daughter, 
Tim. Does she love him? 
Old Ath. She is young, and apt: 
Our own precedent passions do instruct us 
What levity's in youth. 
Tim. [to Lucil.] Love you the maid ? 
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Luc. Ay, my good lord, and she accepts of 
ts 
Old Ath. If in her marriage my consent be 
missing, 
T call the gods to witnels, I will choose 
Mine beir from forth the beggars of the world, 
And dispossels her all. 
Iim. How shall sbe be endow'd, _. 
If he be mated with an equal husband? 
Old Ali. Thie talents, on the present; in 
future, all. 
Tim, This gentleman of mine hath serv'd me 
long; 
To build his fortune, I will strain a little, 
Yor 'tis a bond in men, Give him thy daughter: 
What you bestow, in him I'll counterpoise, 
And male hin weigh with her, 
Old Ath. Nost noble lord, 
Pawn me to this your babar. she is his. 
Tim. My hand to thee; mine honour on my 
romise. 
Luc. Humbly I thauk your lordship: Never 
may 
That state or fo-'1ne fall into my keeping, 
Which is not ow'd to you! 
(Exeunt Luc. end old At he 
Poet. Vouchsafe my labour, and long live your 
lordship! 


Jim. I thank you; you shall hear from me 
an On!: 
Go not away. — What have you there, my 
friend? 
Pain. A piece of painting; which I do be- 
scech 
Your lordsbip to accept. 
Tim. Painting is welcome. 
The painting is almost the natural man; 
dor since disbonour tiaſſicks with man's nature, 


/ 
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He is but outside: These pensil'd figures are 
Even such as they give out. I like your work; 
And you shall find, I like it: wait attendance 
Till you hear fu:ther from me. 
Pain. The gods preserve you! 
Tim. Well fare you, gentleman ; Give me your 
hand; 
We must needs dine together. — Sir, your 
jewel 
Harth suffer'd under praise. 
Jew. What, my lord? dispraise?, 
Tim. A meer +aticty of commendations, 
Tf I should pay you for't as 'tis extoll'd, 
It would unclew me quite. 
Jeu. My lord, 'tis rated 
As those, which sell, would give: But you well 
know, | | 
Things of like value, differing in the owners, 
Are prized by their masters: believe it, dear 
tord, | 
You mend the jewel by wearin 
Tim. Well mock'd. 
Mer. No, my good lord; he speaks the com- 
mon tongue, 
Which all men speak with him. 
Tim, Look, who comes here, Will you be 
chid ? 


2 it. 


Enter Ar EMANTusS. 


Few. We will bear, with your lordship. 

Mer, Ile'll spare none., 

Tim. Good morrow to thee, gentle Apeman- 
tus! 

Apem. Till I be gentle, stay thou for thy 
ood morrow; FI 

When thou art Timon's dog, and these knaves 

honest. | | 


TIMON OF ATHENS. 15 
Tim. Why dost thou call them knaves? thou 


know'st them not. 

Apem. Are they not Athenians ? 

Jim. Yes. 

Apem. Then I repent not. 

Jew. You know me, Apemantus, 

Apem. Thou know'st, I do; I call'd thee by 
thy name. | 

Jim. Thou art proud, Apemantus. 

Apem. Of nothing so much, as that T am not 
like Timon. 

Tim. Whither art going? 

Apem. To knock out an honest Athenian's 
brains. 

Tim. That's a deed thou'lt die for. 

Apem. Right, if doing notbing be death by 
the law. 

Tim. How likest thou this picture, Apeman— 
tus? | * 

Apem, The best, for the innocence. 

Tim. Wrought he not well, that painted it? 

Apem. He wrought better, that made the paint- 
er; and vet he's but a filthy piece of work. 

Pain. You are a dog, 

Apem. Thy mother's of my generation; What's 
$he. if T be a dog? 

Jim. Wilt dine with me, Apemantus ? 

Hyem. No; 1 eat not lords. 

Jun. An thou shoulcd'st, thou'dst anger ladies. 

Ape. O, they eat lords; so they come by 
grast bellies. 

Tim. That's a lascivious apprehension. 

Apem. So thou apprchend'st it: Take it for 
thy labour. | 


Tim. How dost thou like this jewel, Apeman- 
tus ? 


Apem, Not so well as plain-dealing, which will 
not cost a man a doit. 
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Tim, Whet dost thon think 'tis worth? 
Apem. Not worth my thinking. — How now, 
ost? 
1 Poet. How now, philosopher? 
Apem. Thou liest. 
Poet. Art not one? 
Apem. Yes. 

Poet. Then I lie not. 

Apem.- Art not a poet? 

Poet. Yes. 

Apem Then thon liest: look in thy last work, 
wh-re thou hast feign'd bim a worthy tellow, 

Poet. That's not fergn'd, be is $0 

Apem. Yes. he is worthy of thee, and to pay 
thee for thy labour: He, that loves to be laiter'd, 
is worthy o'the flatterer, IIeavens, that I wee 
a lord [ 

Tim. What would'st do then, Apemantus ? 

Apem Even as Apemantus does now, hate a 
lor with my heart. | 

Tim. What, thyself? 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim Wherefore ?. . 

Apem. That I had not angry wit to be a lord. 
— Art thou not a merchant? 

Mer. Av, Apemantus. 

Apem. Trathck confound thee, if the gods will 
no! ! ; 
Mer. Tf trafhck do it, the gods do it. 

Apem. Traltick's thy god, and thy god con- 
found thee! | | 


Trumpets sound. Enter a Servant. 


Tim. What trumpet's that? 
Serv. "Tis Alcibiades, and some twenty horse, 

All of compauionship. 
Tim, Pray, entertain them; give them guide 
to us. — [Exeunt some Attend. 
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You must needs dine with me: — Go not you 
hence, 

Till IJ have thank'd you; and, when dinner is 
done, 

Shew me this piece. — I am joyful of your 
$\gluts, — 


Enter Auciniabrs, with his company. 


Most, welcome, sir! 
Apem. So, so; there! — 
Aches contract and starve your supple joints! —- 
That there should he small love amongst these 
sweet knaves, 
Aud all this courtesy! The strain of man's bred 
00 
Into bzxhoon and monkey. 
Alc. Sir, you have sav'd my longing, and I 
feed | 
Most hungrily on your sight. 
Tom. Right welcome, sir: 
Fre we depart, we'll share a bonnteous time 
In different pleasures. Pray you, let us in. 


[ Excunt all but Apemantus. 


Enter two Lords. 


1. Lord. What time a day is't, Apemantus? 

£AApem. Time to be honest. 

1. Lord. That time serves still. 

Apem, The most accursed thou, that still 
omit'st it. 

2. Lord. Thou art going to lord Timon's 
feast ? 

Anem. Ay; to see meat hill knaves, and wine 
heat fools. | 

2. Lord. Faic thee well, fare thee well. 


Apem. Thou art a fool, io bid me farewell 
twice. 


16 TIMON OF ATHENS, 


2. Lord. Why, Anemantus ? 
Apem. Should'st have kept one to thyself, for 
T mean to give thee none. 
Lord. Hang thyself, 
4 No, | will do nothing at thy bidding; 
make thy requests to thy friend. 
2. Lord. Away, unpeaceable dog, or L' spurn 
thee hence. 
Ayem. I will fly, like a dog, the heels of the 
als. Enit. 
1. Lord. He's opposite to humanity, Come, 
ghall we in, 
And taste lord Timon's bounty ? he out-goes 
The very beart of kindnels. 
2. Lord, He 5 it out; Plutus, the god of 
gold. a 
Is hut his steward: no meed, but he repays 
Sevenfold above itself; no gift to bim, 
But breeds the giver a return exceeding 
All use of quittance, 
t. Lord. The noblest mind he carries, 
That ever govern'd man. 
2. Lord. Long may be live in fortunes ! Shall 
we ink? 


I. Lord. I'll keep you company. [ Exeunt, 


S CG E N E II. 


The same. A State. Room in Timon's IIouse. 


Hauthoys play ng loud musick. A great ban guet, gerte 
in; FLAvIus 5 4F others attending; then enter Its, 
A1c:ivrianpes, Lucivs, Lucvtrts, SEMPRONIVS, aud 
other Aena Senators, with Y ExTIDIUS and Auen 
dants. Then comes, dropping after all, AAN 
«1 icuntentediy, 


Ven, Most bonour'd Timon, it bath pleas'd the 
gods to remember 
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My father's age, and call him to long peace. 
eis gone happy, and bas left me rich: 
Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound 
p your free. heart, I do return those talents, 
Doubled, with thanks, and service, from whose 
help 
I deriv'd liberty. 
Tim. O, by no means, | 
Honest Ventidius: you mistake my love; 
1] gave it freely ever; aud there's none 
Can truly say, he gives, if he receives: 


If our betters play at that game, we must not 


dare 
To imitate them; Faults that are rich, are fair, 
Ven. A noble spitit. | | 
[They all staud ceremoniously looking on 

Timon. 


Tim, Nay, my lords, 
Ceremony was but devis'd at firsr, 
To set a gloſs on faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recanting goodnels, sorry ere *tis shown; 
But where there is true friendship, there needs 


none. 
Pray, sir; more welcome are ye to my fortunes, 
Than my fortunes to nne. [ Ihey sit. 


1. Lord. My lord, we always have coufeſs'd 
Ik. 
Apem. IIo, ho, confeſs'd it? hang'd it, have 
vou not? 
Tim. O. Apemantus! — you are welcome. 
Apem. No; you shall not make we welcome: 
] come to kave thee thrust me out of doors. 
Tim, Fye, thou art a churl; you have got a 
humour there £ 
Daes not become a man, *tis much to blame: — 
They say, my lords, ira juror brevis est, 


D , | ewes ei. 
But youd” man is ever angiy. 
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Go, let him have a table by himself; 
For he does neither affect company, 
Nor is he fit for it, indeed, | 
Apem. Let me stay at thine own peril, Ti- 
mon z 
I come to observe; I give thee warning on't. 
Tim. I take no heed of thee; thou art an Athe. 
nian, therefo:e welcome: I myself would hay- 
no power; *pr'ythee, let my meat make thee 
silent. | 
Apem. I scorn thy meat; *twould choke me, 
for I sbould 
Ne'er flatter thee. — O you gods! what a 
number | 
Of men cat Timon, and he sees them not! 
It grieves me, to see so many dip their meat 
In one man's blood; and all the madnels is, 
He cheers them up too. | 
I wonder, men Gare trust themselves with men: 
Methinks, they should invite them without 
knives ; | 
Good for their meat, and safer for their lives, 
There's much example for't; the fellow, that | 
Sits next him now, parts bread with him, 
and pledges 4 
The breath of him in a divided dravght, 1 
Is the readiest man to kill him: it has been 
rov'd. 
Tf I were a huge man, I sbould fear to drink 
at meals; 
Lest they should spy my wind-pipe's dangerous 
notes: N 
Great men should drink with barneſs on their 
throats. 
Tim. My lord, in heart; and let the health 
o round, 
2. Lord. Let it flow this way, my good lord. 
Apem. Flow this way! | 


TIMON OF ATHENS. 19 


A brave fellow! — he keeps his tides well. 
Timon, 

Those bealths will make thee, and thy state, 
look ill. 

Here's that, which is too weak to be a sinner, 

Honest wa ei, whi h ne'er leſt man Ythe mire; 

This, and my food, we equals; there's no odds, 

Feasts are too proud to give thanks to the gods. 


ArrMANTus's Gnacxk. 


Immortal gods, I crave no pelf; 
I pray jor no man but myself. 
Grant I may never prove so fond, 
To tust man on his oath, or bond; 
Or a harlot, for her weeping ; 
Or a dog, that seems a Sleeping ; 
Or a keeper with my freedom; 
Or my friends, if I Should need 'em. 
Amen. So fall wt: 
Rich men sin, and I eat root, 
[Hats and drinks, 
Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus! 


Tini. Captain Alcibiades, your heart's in the 
held now. 

Alec. My heart is ever at your service, my lord, 

Tim. You had rather be at a breakfast of ene- 
mies, than a dinner of friends. | 


Alc. So they were bleeding new, my lord, 
there's no mat like them; I could wish my best 
friend at such a feast. 


Apem. Would all those flatterers were thine 
enemies then; that then thou might'st kill 'em, 
and bid me to 'em. 

I. Lord. Night we but have that happineſs, 
my lord, that you would once use our hearts, 
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* 
whereby we might expreſs some part of our zeals, 
we should think ourselves for ever perfect. 


im. O., no doubt, my good friends, but the 
gods themselves have provided that I sball have 
much help from you: How had you been my 
friends else? why have you that charitable tit 
from thousands, did not you chiefly belong to my 
heart? ] have told more of you to myself, than 
you can with modesty speak in your own behalf; 
and thus far | confirm you. O, you gods, think 
I, what need we have any friends, if we should 
never have need of them? they were the mos 
needleſs creatures living, should we ne&'er have 
use for them: and would most resemble sweet: 
instruments hung up in cases, that keep their 
sounds to themselves. Why, I have often wisli'd 
myself poorer, that | might come nearer to you. 
We are born to do benefits: and what better or 
Properter can we call our own, than the riches of 
our friends? O, what a precious comfort 'tis, to 
have so many, like brothers, commanding one an- 
other's fortunes! O joy, e'en made away ere it 


can be born! Mine eyes cannot hold out water, 


methinks: to forget their faults, I drink to you. 


Apyem. Thou weep'st to make them drink, Ti- 
mon. 


2. Lord. Joy had the like conception in our 
98 eyes, : 
And, at that instant, like a babe sprung up. 


Apem. Ho, ho, I laugh to think that babe a 


bastard.“ 
3. Lord. I promise you, my lord, you mov'd 
me much. , 
. Apem. Much! [ Tucket sounded. 


Tim. What means that trump ?. — How now ? 


Euter 
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Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Please you, my lord, there are certain 
ladies most desitous of admittance. 

Jim. Lagies? What are their wills? 

Serv. There comes with them a fore - runner, 
my lord, which bears that office, to signiſy their 
pleasureés. 

Tim, I pray, let them be admitted. 


Enter Cuy1vD. 


Cup. Hail to thee, worthy Timon; — and to 
all ; 
That of bis bonnties taste! — The five best 
senses 
Acknowledge thee their patron; and come freely 
To gratulate thy plenteous bosom: 
The ear, taste, touch, smell, all pleas'd from thy 
table rise; 
They only now come but to feast thine eyes. 
Tim. They are welcome all; let them have 
kind admittance ; — 
Musick, make their welcome. [Exit Currp. 


I. Lord. You see, my lord, how ample you 
are belov'd. 


Musick. Re-enter Cuy1D, with a masque of Ladies 
as Amazons, with lutes in their hands, dancing, 


and playing, 


Apem. Hey day, what a sweep of yanity comes 
this way! ; 


They dance! they ae mad women. 

Like madoels is the glory of this life, 

As this pomp shews to a little oil, and root. 
We make ourselves fools, to disport ourselves; 
And spend our flatteries, to drink those men, 
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Upon whose age we void it up again, 

With poizonous spite, and envy. Who lives, 
tbat's not 

Depraved, or depraves? who dies, that bears 

Not one mw ” their graves of tbeir friends' 
ift 

I sbovld "SOS eV that dance before me now, 

Would one day stamp upon me: It has been 
done; 

Men shut their doors against a setting sun. 


The Lords rise from table, with much adoring of 
Timon; and, to shew their loves, each singles 
out an Amazon, and all dance, men with 


women, a loſty strain or two to the hautboys, 
and cease. 


Tim, You have done our pleasures much grace, 
fair ladies, | | 
Set a fair fashion on our entertainment, 
Which was not half so beautiful and kind; 
You have added worth unto it, and lustre, 
And entertain'd me with mine own device; 
Jam to thank you for it. 
1. Lady. My lord, you take us even at the 
best. 
Apem. Faith, for tbe worst is filthy; and 
woula not hold taking, | doubt me. 
Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet attends 
you. | 
Please you to dispose yourselves, 
All Lad. Most tha:kfully, my lord. 
[Exeunt Curip, and Ladies, 
Tim, Flavins, — 
Flav. My lord. 
Tim. The little casket bring me hither, 
Flav. Yes, my lord, — More jewels yet! 
There is no crossing him in bis humour; [Asid-. 
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| should, 
When all's spcvt, he'd be croſs'd then, an he 
could. 5 


Tis pity, bounty had not eyes behind; 
That man might ne'er be wretched for his mind. 
(Exit, and returns, with the cashet, 
1. Lord. Where be our men? 
Serv. Here, my lord, in readineſs, 
2. Lord. Our horses. 
Tim. O my friends, I have one word 
To say to you: — Look you, my good lord, I 
must 
Entreat yon, hoaour me so much, as to 
Advance this jewel; accept it, and wear it, 
Kind my lord. 


1. Lord. T am $0 far already in your gifts, — 
All. So are we all. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. My lord, there are certain nobles of the 
senate ; 
Newly alighted, and come to visit you. 
Jim. They are fairly welcome. 
Flav. I beseech your honour, 
Vouchsafe me a word; it does concern you near, 
Tim. ___ why then another time I'Il hear 
thee: 
J pr'ythee, let us be provided 
To shew them entertainment. 1522 
Flav, I scarce know how. [Aside. 


Enter another Servant, 


2. Serv, May it please your honour, lord 
ucius, 


Out of his free love, hath presented to you 
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Your milk-ybite horses, trapt in silver. 


Tim. I shall accept them faily: let the pre- 
sents 5 


Enter à third Servant. 


Be worthily entertain'd, — How now? what 
news? 

3. Serv. Please you, my lord, that honourable 
gentleman, lord Lucullus, entreats your company 
to-morrow to hunt with him; and has sent your 
honour two brace of greybounds. 

Tim, IN hunt with him; And let them be 

receiv'd, 
Not without tai: reward. 

Flav. | Aide.) What will this come to? 

He commands us to piovide, and give great 
ifrs, 

And all out — an empty cofier. — 

Nor will he know his purse; or yield me this, 

To shew bim what a beggar bis heart is, 

Being of no power to make his wishes good; 

His promises fly so beyond his state, 

That what be speaks is all in debt, he owes 

For every word; he is 60 kind, that he now 

Pay's interest for't; his land's put to their books. 

Well, would | were geutly put out of office, 

Before I were forc'd out! 

Happier is he that has no friend to feed, 

Than such that do even enemies exceed. 

] bleed inwardly for my lord. [Exit, 


Tim. You do yourselves 
Much wrong, you bate too much of your own 
ments; — 
Here, my lord; a trifle of our love. 
2. Lord. With more than common thanks 1 
will receive it. 


3. Lord. O, he is the very soul of bounty! 


| 


p wh 


_ 
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Tim. And now I remember, my lord. you gave 
Good words the other day of a bay courser 
I role on: it is yours, because you liked it. 

2. Lord. O, I beseech you, pardon me, my 

lord, 
In that. 
Tim. You may take my word, my lord; I 
know, no man 
Can ſustly praise, but what he does affect: 
I wergh my friend's affection with mine own; 
I tel) vou true. VI] call on you. 

A'l Lords. O, none so welcome. 

Tim, | take ail and your $everal visitations 
So kind to heart, tis not enough to give; 
Methinks, 1 could deal kingdoms to my friends, 
And nc'er be weary. — Alcibiades, 

Thou art a soldier, therefore seldom rich, 

It comes in charity to thee: for all thy living 
Is *mongst the dead; and all the lands thou hast 
Lie in a pitch'd field. 

Alc. Ay, deſiled land, my lord. 

i. Lord. We are 60 virtuously bound, — 

Tim And $0 am I to you. 

2. Lord. So infinite endear'd, — 

Tim, All to you. — Lights, more lights. 

1. Lord. The best of happinels. 

Honour, and fortunes keep with you, lord Ti- 
mon! 

1im, Ready for his friends. 

[Exeunt ALciniansEs, Lords, etc. 


Apem. What a coil's here! 
Serving of becks, and jutting- out of bums! 
J doubt, whether their legs be worth the sums 
That are given for 'em. Friendship's full of 
dregs : 


Methinks, false hearts should never have sound 
legs. 


WM 
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Thus honest fools lay out their wealth on 
| court'sies. 
Tim, Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not sul- 
len, 
J would he good to thee. 
Apem, No, I'll notbing : for, 
If 1 should be brib'd too, there would be none 
left | 
To rail upon thee; and then thou would'st sin 
the faster, 
Thou giv'st 80 long, Timon, I fear me, thou 
Wilt give away thyself in paper $hortly : 
What need these feats, pomps, and vain-glories ? 
Tim, Nay, an you begin to rail on society once, 
Jam sworn, not tv give regard to you. 
Farewel; and come with better musick. [Exit. 
Apem. So; — 
Thou wilt not hear me now, — thou shalt not 
then, Vil lock 
Thy heaven from thee, 
should be 


To counsel deaf, but not to flattery ! 


— 


O, that men's ears 


[Exit. 
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The ame. A Room in a Senator's House. 


Enter a Senator, with papers in his hand, 


Sen, And late, five thousand to Varro; and to 
Isidore 
He owes nine thousand; — besides my former 
zum, 
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Which makes it five and twenty. — Still in 
motion 

Of raging waste? It cannot hold; it will not. 

If 1 want gold, steal but a beggar's dog, 

And give it Timon, why, the dog coins gold: 

1]: I would sell my horse, and buy twenty more 

Better than be, why, give my horse to Timon, 

Ask nothing, give it him, it toals me, straight, 

Aud abe horses No porter at his gate; 

Put rather ove that miles, and still invites 

All that paſs by. It cannot bold ; no reason 

Can found his state in safety. Caphis, ho! 

Caphis, I say! 


Enter Carnis, 


Caph. Here, sir; What is your pleasure? 
Sen. Get on your cloak, and baste you to lord 
Timon; 
Importune him for my monies; be not ceas'd 
With slight denial; nor then silenc'd, when — 
Cm me to your master — and the cap 
Plays in the right band, thus: — but tell him, 
sIriah, 
My uses cry to me, I must serve my turn 
Out of mine own; his days and times are past, 
Vaud my rehiances on his fracted dates 
*;ave Smit my credit: I love, and honour bim; 
But must not break my back, to hea! his linger: 
Immediate are my needs; and my relief 
Niust not he tost and turn'd to me in words, 
But find supply immediate. Get you gone: 
Put 0n a most importunate aspect, 
A visage of demand; for, I do fear, 
When every feather sticks in bis own wing, 
Lord Timon will be left a naked gull, 


\V bich fazhes now a phoenix. Get you gone, 
Caph. I go, sir. 
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Sen, T go, sir? — take the bonds along with 
ou 
Aud bave the dates in compt. 
Caph. I will, sir. 
Sen. Go. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 
The ame. A Hall in Timon's House. 


Enter Fravius, with many bills in lis hand. 


Flav. No care, no stop! so senselels of ex- 
pence, 
That he will neither know how to maintain it, 
Nor cease his flow of riot: Takes no eccount 
How things go from bim: nor resumes no care 
Of what is to continue; Never mind 
Was to be so unwise, to be 89 kind. 
What shall be done? He will not bear, till 
feel: 
J must be round with him, now he comes from 
| hunting. 


Fye, fye, fye, fype! 


Enter C Arnis, and the servants of Isidore and 
Varro. 


Caph. Good even, Varro: What, 


You come for money ? 
Var. Serv. Is't not your beduels too ? 
Caph. It is; — And yours too, Isidore? 
Tsid. Serv, It is so. 
Caph. Would we were all Uecharg's 
Var. Serv. I fear it. 
Caph. Here comes the lord. 
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Enter Timon, ArcipiaDes, and Lords, etc. 


ſim. So soon as dinner's done, we'll forth 


again, 

My Alcibiades. — With me? What is your 
Will? | 

Capi. My lord, here is a note of certain 
dues. 


Tim, Dues? Whence are you? 
Caph. Of Athens hefe, my lord, 
Tim. Go to my steward. 
Capli. Please it your lordsbip, he bath put 
me off 
To the succession of new days this month: 
My master is awake by great occasion, 
To call upon his own; and humbly prays you, 
That with your other noble parts you'll suit, 
In giving him bis right. 
Tim. Mine honest friend, 
I pr'ythee, but repair to me next morning. 
Caph. Nay, good my lord, — 
Jim. Contain thyzelf, good friend, 
Var. Serv. One Varro's serrant, my good 
lord, — 
I:id. Serv, From Isidore; 
He humbly prays your speedy payment, — 
Caph. If you did know, my lord, my master's 
wants, — 


Jar. Serv. Twas due on forfeiture, my lord, 


six weeks, 
And past, — 


Isid, Serv. Your steward puts me off, my 
lord; 
And I am ent expreſsly to your lordship. 
Tim. Give me breath; — 
I do beseech you, good my lords, keep on; 
[Eæeunt Aucetntanks, aud Lords. 
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I'll wait upon you instantly. — Come hither, 
pray you. [to Flavius. 


How goes the world, that T am thus encoun- 
ter'd, 

With clamorons demands of date-broke bonds, 
And tbe detention of long-since-due debts, 
Against my honour? 

av. Please you, gentlemen, 
The time is unagreeable to this busineſs: 
Your importunacy ceass, till after dinver; 
That I may make his lordsbip understand 
Wherefore you are not paid, 

Jim. Do o, my friends: 
See them well entertain'd. [Exit T1mos, 


Flav, T pray draw near, [Exit FLAvius. 


Enter ArrMuAxrus, and a Fool. 


Caph. Stay, stay, here comes the fool with Ape- 
ma'tus; let's bave some sport with 'em. 

Var. Serv. Hang him, he'll abuse us. 

Tsid. Serv. A plague upon him, dog! 

Nor. Serv. How dost, fool? 

Apem. Dost dialogue with thy shadow ? 

Var. Serv. | speak not to thee. 

Apem. No, 'tis to thyself. — Come away. 

[ To the Fool. 


Lid. Serv. ſto Var. Serv.) There's the fool 
hangs on your hack already. 

Apem, No, thou stand'st single, thou art not 
on him yet. 

Cuph. Where's the fool now? 

Apem. He last ask'd the question. — Poor 
rogues, and usurers' men! bawds between gold 
aud want! 

All Serv. What are we, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Asses. 


e S 8 
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All Serv. Why? £64 

Apem. That you ask me, what you are, and do 
not know yourselves, — Speak to 'em, fool, 

Fool. How do you, gentlemen ? 

All Serv. Gramercies, good fool: How does 

our mistreſs? 

Fool. She's e'en setting on water to scald such 
chikens as you are. Would we could see you at 
Corinth. | 


Apem. Good, gramercy. 


Enter Page. 


Fool. Look you, here comes my mistreſs' page. 
Page. [to the Fool.] Why, how now, captain? 
what do you in this wise company ? — How dost 
thou, Apemantus ? | 
Apem. Would I had a rod in my mouth that I 
might answer tbee profitably. ' 
Page. Priythee, Apemantus, read me the svper- 


scriprion of these letters; I know not which is 
which. 


Apem. Canst not read ? 

Page. No. - g | 

Apem. There will little learning die then, that 
day thou art bang'd. This is to lord Timon; this 
to Alcibiades, Go; thou wast born a bastard, 
and thou'lt die a bawd, 

Page. Thou wast whelp'd a dog; and thou shalt 
famish, a dog's death. Answer not, I am gone. 

| (Exit. 

Apem. F.ven $0, thou ont-run'st grace. F ov], 
I wil! go with you to lord Timon's. 

Fool. Will you leave me there? 


Apem, If Timon stay at home. — You three 
serve three usurers ? | 


{ill Serv. Ay; *would they served us! 


Ape, So would I, — as good a trick as eve: 
hangmen served thief. 


ohh 
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Fool. Are yon three usurers' men? 

All Serv. Av, fool. EE 

Fool. T think, no usurer but has a fool to his 
8eriant: My mistre(s is one, and I am her fool, 
When men come to borrow of your masters, they 
approach sadly, and go away merry; but they 
enter my mistrels' house merrily, and 80 away 
Sally; The reason of this? 

WV ur. Serv. | couid render one. 


Apem Do it then, that we may account thee a 
who'e-master, and a krave; which notwithstand. 
ing, thou shalt be no lels esteemed. 


Var. Serv. What is a whore-master, fool ? 


Fool. A fool in good clothes, and something 
like thee. Tis a spitit: sometime, it appears like 
a lord; sometime, like a lawyer; sometime, like 
a nphilosopher, with two stones more then his 
ar ificial one; He is very often like a knight; and, 

e erally, in all shapes, that man goes up aid 
jo in, from fourscore to thirteen, this spirit 
walks in. 

Var. Serv. Thou art not altogether a fool. 

Fool. Nor thou alt»gether a wise man: as 
much foolery as 1 have, so much wit thou 
lack'st. 

Apem. That answer might have become Ape- 
manfus. 

All Serv. Aside, aside; here comes lord Timon. 


Re-enter Tiuox, and FLAvius. 


Apem. Come with me, fool, come. 
Fool. I do not always follow lover, elder bro- 
ther, and woman; sometime, the philosopher. 
[Ezeunt Aptwantus and Foo). 


Fla. Pray you, walk near; Tl speak with you 
anon. [ Facunt Serv. 
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Tim, You make me marvel: Wherefore, ere 
this time, 
Had you not fully laid my stste before me; 
That I might so have rated my expence, 
As [| had leave of means? 
Flav. You would not hear me, 
At many leisures I propos'd. 

Tim Go to: 

Perchance, some single vantages you took, 
When my tindisposition put you back; 
Aud that unaptuels made your minister, 
Thus to excuse yourself. 

Flav. O wy good lord! 

At many times | brought in my accounts, 

Laid them before you; you would throw them 
oft, 

And say, you found them in mine honesty. 

When, for some trifling present, you bave bid 
me | 

Return so much, I bave shook my head, and 
wept; 

Yea, gainst the authority of manners, pray'd 

ou 

To hold your hand more close: I did endure 

Not seldom, nor no slight checks, when I have 

Prompted you, in the ebb of your estate, 

Aud your great flow of debts, My lov'd lord, 

Though you hear now, (too late!) yet now's a 
time, 

The greatest of your having lacks a balf 

To pay your present debts, 

Tim. Let al} my land be sold. 

Flav. Tis all engag'd, some forfeited and gone; 
And what remains will hardly stop the month 
Of present dues: the future comes apace: 

What shall defend the iuterim: and at length 
How goes our reckoning ? 


Tim, To Lacedaemon did my land extend. 


1 
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Flav. O my good lord, the world is but a 
word ; | 
Were it all yours, to give it in a breath, 
How quickly were it gone? 
Tim. You tell me true. 
Flav. If you suspect my husbandry, or fals- 
hood, 
Call me before the exactest auditors, 
And set me on the proof. So the gods bleſs 
me, 
When all our offices have been opprest 
With riotous feeders; when our faults have 


| wept 
With drunken spilth of wine; when every 
room 
Hath blaz'd with lights, and bray'd with min- 
strelsy ; 


J bave retir'd me to a wasteful cock, 
And $et mine eyes at flow. 


Tim. Pr'ythee, no more. 


Flav. Heavens, bave I said, the bounty of 
this lord ! 
How many prodigal bits have slaves, and pea- 
Sants, 
This night englutted! Who is not Timon's ? 
What heart, head, sword, force, means, but is 
| lord Timon's ? 
Great Timon, noble, worthy, royal Timon? 
Ah! when the means are gone, that buy this 
raise, 
The breath is gone whereof this praise is made: 
Feast- won, fast-lost; one cloud of Winter 
| showers, 
These flies are couch'd. 


Tim Come, sermon me no further: 
No villainous bounty yet bath paſs'd my heart; 
Uuy isely, not ignobly, have I given. 
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Why dost thov og Canst thou the conscience 
lack, | 
To think IT $hall lack friends? Secure thy heart; 
If I would broach the vessels of my love, 
And try the argument of hearts by borrowing, 
Men, and men's fortunes, could I frankly use, 
As I can bid thee speak. 
Flav. Assurance blels your thoughts! 
Tim. Aud, in some sort, these wants of mine 
ue crown'd, 
That T account them blessings; for by these 
Sball I try friends: You Shall perceive, bow 
ou 
Mistake my ee I am wealthy in my 
friends. | 
Within there, — Flaminius! Servilins! 


Enter Fi.amixius, SERVILIUS and other Servants, 


Serv. My lord, my lord, — 

Tim. I will dispacch you severally. — You, to 
lord Lucius, — to lord Lucullus you; I hunted 
with bis honour to-day; — You, to Sempronius; 
— commend me to their loves; and, I am proud, 
> Say, that my occasions have found time to use 
them toward a supply of money: let the request 
de fifty talents. | 
Flam. As you have said, my lord, | 
Flav. Lord Lucius, and Lucullus? humph! 


$ ___[Adnuide. 
Tim. Go you, sir, [to another Sery.] to the 
2 senators, 
er (Of whom, 2 to the state's best health, I 
a ve 
Desery'd this bearing.) bid 'em send o' the in- 
stant | 
t; A thousand talents to me. 


Flav, I have been bold, 
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(For that J knew it the most general way,) 
To them to use your signet, and your uamez; 
But they do shake their heads, and I am here 
No richer in return. 
Tim. Is't true? can it be? 
Flav. They answer, in a joint and corporate 
voice, | 
That now they are at fall, want treasure, cannot 
Do what they would; are sorry — you are 
| honourabls, — 
But yet they could bave wish'd — they know 
not — | 
Something hath been amiſs — a noble nature 
May catch a wrench — would all were well — 
'tis pity — 
And so, intending other serious matters, 
After distasteful looks, and these hard fractions, 
With certain balf-caps, and cold-moving nods, 
They froze me into silence. 
Tim. You gods, reward them ! — 
Pr'ytbee, man, look cheerly: These old fellows 
ha ve | 
Their ingratitude in them hereditary : 
Their blood is cak'd, *tis cold, it seldom flows; 
"Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind; 
And nature, 8s it grows again toward earth, 
Ts fashion'd for the journey, dull, and heavy. — 
Go to Ventidius, — [to a Serv.] Pr'ythee, [to Flay.) 
be not sad, 
Thou art true, and honest; ingenuously I speak, 
No blame belongs to thee: — [to Serv.] Ventr 
dius lately 
Bury'd his father; by whose death, he's stepp'd 
Into a great estate: when he was poor, 
Imprison'd, and in scarcity of friends, 
I clear'd him with five talents; Greet him from 


me; / 
Bid him suppose, some good necessity 
Touches 
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Touches his friend, which craves to be remem- 
ber'd 


* — 
ur 
* * i * - 


With those five talents: — that had, — [to Flay.] 
ive it these fellows 

To whom 'tis instant due. Ne'er speak, or think, 

That Timon's fortunes mong his friends can 
sink. ä 

Flav. I would, I could not think it; That 

thought is bounty's foe; 
Being free itself, it thinks all others 80. . 


[ Exeunt, 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


The ame. A Room in Lucullus's House. 
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FLAMINnIUS waiting, Enter à Servant to him, 


b Serv. I have told my lord of you, he is coming 
> down to you. 


* Flam. 1 thank you, sir. 
; | 4 


Enter Lu curlrus. 


Serv. Here's my lord, 
Lucul. [Aside.] One of lord Timon's men? a gift, 
T warrant. Why, this hits right; I dreamt of a 
silver bason and ewer to-night. Flaminius, honest 
Flaminius; you are very respectively welcome, 
sir. — Fill me some wine. — [Exit Servant.) And 
how does that honourable, complete, free-hearted 
gentleman of Athens, thy very bountiful good lord 


and master? | 


vol VL. 8 
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Flam, His bealth is well, sir. % 

Lucul. I am right glad that his health is well, 
sir: And what hast thou there under thy cloak, 
pretty Flaminius ? 

 Flam. *Faith, nothing but an empty box, sir; 
which, in my lords behalf, T come to entreat your 
honour to supply; who, having great and instant 
occasion to use fifty talents, hath sent to your 
Jordship to furnish him; nothing doubting your 
present assistance therein. | 

Lucul, La, la, la, la, — nothing doubting, says 


he? alas, good lord! a noble gentleman tis, if he 


would not keep so good a house. Many a time 
and often I have dined with him, and told bin 
on't; and come again to supper to him, of pur- 
pose to have him spend leſs: and yet he would 
embrace no counsel, take no warning by my com- 
ing. Every man has his fault, and honesty is his; 
I have told him on't, but I could never get him 
from it. | 


Re-enter Servant, with wine. 


Serv, Please your lordship, here is the wine. 

Lucul. Flaminius, I have noted thee always 
wise. Here's to thee. 

Flam. Your Jordship speaks your pleasure. 

Lucul. I have observed thee always for a to- 
wardly prompt spirit, — give thee thy due, — 
and one that knows what belongs to reason; and 
canst use the time well, if the time use thee well: 
good parts in thee, — Get you gone, sirrah. [To 
the Servant, who goes out.] — Draw nearer, hovest 
Flaminius. Thy lord's a bountiful gentleman : but 
thou att wise; and thou know'st well enough, 
although thou comest to me, that this is no time 
to lend money; especially upon bare friendship, 
without security. Here's three solidares for thee; 


we 
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good boy, wink at me, and say, thou saw'st me 
not. Fare thee well. | 
Flam. Is't possible, the world should so much 
differ; 
And we alive, that liv'd? Fly, damned baseneſs, 
To bim that worships thee. | 
2 [Throwing the money away. 


Lucul. Ha! Now I see, thou art a fool, and ft 
for thy master. [Exit Locutus. 


Flam. May these add to the number that may 
scald thee! - 

Let molten coin be thy damnation. __. 

Thou disease of a friend, and not himself! 

Has friendsbip such a faint and milky heart, 

Tt turns in leſs than two nights? O you gods, 

1 feel my master's passion! This slave 

Unto his honour, has my lord's meat in him: 

Why sbould it thrive, and turn to nutriment, 

When he is turn'd to poison? SEE 

O, may diseases only work upon't! k 

And, when he's sick to death, let not that part of 
nature 

Which my lord paid for, be of any;power ; 

To expel sickneſs, but prolong his hour! (Exit, 


SCENE II. 


The same. A publick Place. 
Enter Lucius, with three Strangers. 


Luc. Who, the lord Timon? be 18 my yery 
good friend, and an honourable gentleman. 


1. Stran. We know him for no leſs, though we . 


are but strangers to him. But I can tell you one 
thing, my lord, and which IT hear from common 
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rumours; now lord Timon's happy hours are done 
and past, and his estate shrinks from him. | 
Luc. Fye, no, do not believe it; he cannot 
want for money. | 

2. Stran. But believe you this, my lord, that, 
not long ago, one of his men was with the lord 
Lucullus, to borrow so many talents; nay, urged 
extremely for't, and sbew'd what necessity be- 
long'd to't, and yet was deny'd. 

Luc. How? 

2. Stran. I tell you, deny'd, my lord. 

Luc. What a strange case was that? now, be- 
fore the gods, I am asham'd on't. Deny'd that 
honourable man? there was very little honour 
shew'd in't. For my own part, I must needs 
confeſs, I have received some small kindnesscs 
from him, as money, plate, jewels, and such like 
trifles, nothing comparing to his; yet, had he 
mistook him, and sent to me, I should ne'er have 


deny'd his occasion so many talents. 1 
Enter SERVILITIVsõò. 7 
* 
Ser. See, by good hap, yonder's my lord; !! 
have sweat to see his honour. — My honourd It 


lord, — [To Lucius. 
Luc. Servilius! you are kindly met, sir. Fare 
thee well: — Commend me to thy honouralle- 
virtuous Jord, my very exquisite friend. 
Serv, May it please your honour, my lord hath 
sent — þ 
Luc. Ha! what has he sent? I am so much 
endear'd to that lord; he's ever sending: How 27 
shall I thank him, think'st thou? And what has 
he sent now? | | | 
Ser. He has only sent his present occasion 
now, my lord; requesting your fordsbip to up 
ply instant use with so many talents, | 
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Luc. 1 know, bis lordsbip is but merry with 


| me: 

He cannot want fifty-five bundred talents. 

Ser, But in the mean time he wants leſs, my 

x lord, 

If his occasion were not virtnous, 

I sbould not urge it half so faithfully. | 
Luc. Dost thou speak seriously, Servilius ? 
Ser. Upon my soul, 'tis true, sir. 

Luc. What a wicked beast was I, to disfurnish 
myself against such a good time, when I might 
have shewn myself honourable? how unluckil 
it happen'd, that I should purchase the day be- 
fore for a little part, and undo a great deal of 
honour? — Servilins, now before the gods, I am 
not able to do't; the more beast, I say: — I was 
sending to use lord Timon myself, these gen- 

tlemen can witnels; but I would not, for the 

FX wealth of Athens, I had done it now. Commend 

me bountifully to his good lordship; and I hope, 

Z his honour will conceive the fairest of me, because 

J J have no dee to be kind: -— And tell bim this 


: from me, I count it one of my preatest aMictions, 
1] F7. »ay, that 1 cannot pleasure such an honourable 
a geutleman. Good Servilius, will you befriend ma 
vos far, as to use mine own words to him? 


Ser. Yes, sir, I shall. 


re | 

eo Luc. Fl look you out a good turn, Servilius, — 
2 [Exit SERVILIUS, 

th 3 rue, as you said, Timon is shrunk, indeed; 

I Aad he, that's once deny'd, will hardly speed. 
ch Exit. 
w | 1. Stran. Do you observe this, Hostilius ? 
nas | 2. Stran. Ay, too well. | 


1. Stran. Why this is the world's soul, and just 

of the same piece 1 | 
Is every flatterer's spirit. Who can call him his 
friend, 3 
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That dips in the same disb? for in my knowing 


Timon has been this lord's father, and kept 
His credit with bis purse; 
Supported his estate; nay, Timon's money 
Has paid his men their wages: He ne'er drinks, 
But Timon's silver treads upon his lip; _ 
And yet, (O, see the monstrousneſs of man, 
When he looks out in an ungrateful shape! 
He does deny. bim, in respect of his, 
What charitable men afford to beggars. 

3. Stran. Religion groans at it. 

1. Stran, For mine own part, 
IT never tasted Timon in my life, 
Nor came any of his bounties over me, 
To mark me for his friend; yet, I protest, 
For his right noble mind, illustrious virtue, 
And honourable carriage, 
Had his necessity made use of me, 
I would have put my wealth into donation, 
And the best half should bave return'd to bim, 
So much [I love his heart: But, I perceive, 
Men must learn now with pity to dispense; 
For policy sits above conscience. [Exeunt, 


SCENE III. 


The same, A Room in Sempronius's House. 


Enter SRM HRON TuS, and à Servant of Timon's, 


Sem. Must he needs trouble me in't? Humph! 
Bove all others? 
He might have tryd lord Lucius, or Lucullus; 
And now Ventidius is wealthy too, | 
Wham he redeem'd from prison; All these 
Qwe their estates unto him. 
Serv. My lord, 
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They have all been touch'd, and found base metal; 
for | | 
They have all deny'd him? 
Seri. How! have they deny'd him? 
Has Ventidius and Lucullus deny d him? 
And does he send to me? Three ? bumph ! — 
It shews but little love or judgment in him. 


Must L be bis last refuge? Ilis friends, like phy- 


Sicians, 

Thrive, give him over; Must I take We cure 
upon me? 

He has much disgrac'd me in't; I am angry at 
him, 


That might have known my place: I 8ee no 
sense for't, 

But his occasions might have woo'd me first; - 

For, in my conscience, I was the first man 

That e'er receiv'd gift from him; 

And does he think so backwardly of me now, 

That I] requite it last? No: So it may prove 

An argument of laughter to the rest, 


And amongst lords I be thought a fool. 


J had ratber than the worth of thrice the sum, 
He had sent to me first, but for my mind's sake; 


1 kad such a courage to do him good. But now 


return, 
And with their faint reply this answer join; ; 
Who bates mine honour, shall not know my 


coin. (Exit. 
Serv. Excellent! Your lordship's a goodly vil- 
lain, 


The devil knew not what he did, when he made 


man politick ; be crols'd himself by't: and I can- 


not think, but, in the end, the villainies of man 
will set bim clear. How fairly this lord strives 
to appear foul? takes virtuous copies to be wick- 


ed; like those that, under hot ardent zeal, would 
set whole realms on fire. 
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Of such a nature is bis politick love. 

This was my lord's best hope; now all are fled, 

Save only the gods: Now his friends are dead, 

Doors, that were neer acquainted with their 
wards 

Many a bounteous year, must be employ'd 

Now to guard sure their master. 

And this is all a liberal course allows; 

Who cannot keep his wealth, must keep his 
house. [Exit. 


8 CE N . 
The same. A Hall in Timon's House. 


Enter two servants of Varro, and the servant of Lucius, 
meeting Titus, Honatensius, and other Servants to 
Timon's Creditors, waiting his coming out. 


Var. Servo Well met; good- morrow, Titus, 
and Hortensius. 

Tit. The like to you, kind Varro. 

Hor. Lucius? 8 
What, do we meet together? 

Luc. Serv. Ay, and, I think, 
One busineſs does command us alt; for mine 
Is money. 

Tit. So is theirs, and ours. 


Enter Piri Lors. 


Luc. Serv, And sir Philotus too! 

Phi. Good day at once. 

Luc, Serv. Welcome, good brother. 
What do you think tbe hour? £5, 

Phi. Labouring for nine, 

Luc, Serv. So much ? 
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Phi. Is not my lord seen yet? 
Luc. Serv. Not yet. | 


Phi. I wonder on't; he was wont to shine at 
seven. | 
Luc. Serv. Ay, but the days are waxed shorter 
with bim: | 
You mnst consider, that a prodigal course 
Is like the sun's; but not, like fis, recoverable. 
I fear, | 
Tis deepest winter in lord Timon's purse; | 
That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet- 
Find little. 
Phi. I am of your fear for that. 


Tit. I'll shew you how to observe a strange 
event. | | t 
Your lord sends now for money. 


Hor. Most true, he does. 


Tit. And he wears jewels now of Timon's gift, 
For which I wait for money. 


Hor. It is against my heart. 


Luc. Serv.. Mark, how strange it shows, 
Timon in this should pay more than he owes: 
And e'en as if your lord should wear rich jewels, 
And send for money for 'em. 

Hor, I am weary of this charge, the gods can 

witnels ; 
I know, my lord hath spent of Timon's wealth, 
And now ingratitude makes it worse than stealth. 


1. Yar. Serv. Yes, mine's three thousand crowns 
What's yours ? 
Luc. Serv. Five thousand mine. a 


I. Var, Serv. Tis much deep: and it should 
| seem by the sum, | 
Your master's confidence was above mine; 


Else, surely, his bad equall'd. 


" 
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Enter F L AM INI u 8 


Tit. One of lord Timon's men. 
Luc. Serv. Flaminius! sir, a word: Pray, is 
my lord ready to come forth ? 
Flam. No, indeed, he is not, 
Tit. We attend his Jordship; pray, signify so 
much, | | 
' Flam. T need not tell him that; he knows, you 
are too diligent, | [ Exit FLAMuix tus. 


Enter Fuavivs in a cloal, muffled. 


Luc, Serv. ny is not that his steward muffled 
80 | 
He goes away in a cloud: call him, call bim. 
Tit, Do you hear, sir? | 
1. Var. Serv. By your leave, sir, — 
Flav. What do you ask of me, my friend? 
Tit. We wait for certain money here, sir. 
Flav. Ay, if money were as certain as your 
waiting, 
Twere sure enough. 
Why then preferr'd you not your sums and bills, 
When your false masters eat of my lord's meat? 
Then they could smile, and fawn upon his debts, 
And take down the interest into their gluttonous 
maws z 
You do yourselves but wrong, to stir me up; 
Let me paſs quietly : 
Believe't, my lord and J have made an end; 
I have no more to reckon, he to spend. 
Luc. Serv. Ay, but this answer will not serve. 
Flav, If "twill not serve, 'tis not so base as 
you; 
For you serve knaves: Exit. 


1. Var. Serv. How! what does his casbier'd 
worship mutter ? | 


27 
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e. Var. Serv. No matter what; he's poor, and 
that's revenge enough. Who can speak broader 
than he that has no house to put his head in? 
such may rail 'gainst great buildings. 


Enter SERVILIus. 


Tit. O, here's Servilius; now we $sball know 
Some answer. | 

Ser. If I might beseech you, gentlemen, 
To repair some other hour, I shonld | 
Derive much from it: for, take it on my soul, 
My lord leans wond'rously to discontent. 
His comfortable temper has forsook him; 
He is much out of health, aud keeps his chamber, 

Luc. Serv. Many do keep their chambers, are 


not sick: 2 


And, if it be so far beyond bis health, 
Methinks, he should the sooner pay his debts, 
And make a clear way to the gods. 
Ser. Good gods! 
Tit. We cannot take this for an answer, sir. 
Flam, [Mithin.] Servilius, help! — my lord! 
my lord! 


Enter Timon, in a rage; FLaminivs following. 


Tim. What, are my doors o 
passage? 

Have I been ever free, and must my house 
Be my retentive enemy, my goal? 
The place, which I have feasted, does it now, 
Like all mankiad, shew me an iron heart? 
Luc. Serv, Put in now, Titus. 
Tit. My lord, here is my bill. 
Luc. Serv, Here's mine. 
Hor. Serv. And mine, my lord. 


Both. Var, Serv. And ours, my lord, 


ppos'd against my 
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Phi. All our bills. 

Tim. Knock me down with 'em, deave me to 
the girdle 

Luc. Serv. Alas! my lord, — 

Tim. Cut my heart in sums, 

Tit. Mine, fifty talents. 

Tim. Tell out my blood. 

Lue. Serv. Five thousand crowns, my lord. 

Tim. Five thousand drops pays that. — 
Whlzt yours? — and yours ? 


1. Var. Serv. My lord, — 
2. Var. Serv. My lord, — 
Tim. Tear me, take me, and the gods fall upon 
you! / [ Exit, 
Hor. Faith, I perceive, our masters may throw 
their caps at their money ; these debts way well 


be call'd desperate ones, for a madman owes em. 
[Exeunt, 


Re-enter Tryrox, and FAvtvs. 


Tim. They bave e'en put my breath from me, . 
the slaves: . 
Creditors! — devils. * 
Flav. My dear lord, — l a 
Tim, What if it should be so? 3 
Fav. My lord, — _s 
Tim. I' have it so: — My Steward! = 
Flav. Here, my lord. 1 
Tim. So faly? Go, bid all my friends again, 3 
Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius; all; 1 
I'M once more feast the rascals. 
Flav. O my lord, 
You only speak From your distracted soul; 
There is not so much left, to furnish out 
A moderate table. 
Tim. De it not in thy care; go, 
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I charge thee, invite them all: let in the tide 
Of knaves once morez my cook and Fll provide. 
[Excunt. 


SCENE V. 


The ame. The Senate-House, 


The Senate sitting. Enter ALCIBIADES, attended. 


1. Sen. My lord, you have my voice to't; the 
| fault's bloody; „ 
"Tis necessary, he sbould die: 
Nothing emboldens sin so much as mercy. 
2. Sen. Most true; the law shall bruise him. 
Alc. Honour, health, and compassion to the 
senate! 
1. Sen. Now, captain? 
Alc. Lam an humble suitor to your virtues; 
For pity is the virtue of the law, 
And none but tyrants use it cruelly, _ 5 
It pleases time, and fortune, to lie heav 
Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood, 
Hath e stept into the law, which is past depth 
To those that, without heed, do plunge into it. 
He is a man, setting his fate aside, 
Of comely virtues : 7 
Nor did he soil the fact with cowardice; 
(An honour in him, which buys out his fault) 
But, with a noble fury, and fair spirit, 
Seeing his reputation touch'd to deatb, 
He did oppose his foe; 
And with such sober and unnoted passion 
Ile did bebave his anger, ere 'twas spent, 
As if he had but prov'd an argument. 
1. Sen. You undergo too 8trict a paradox, 
Striving to make an ugly deed look fair; 
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Your words have took such pains, as if they la- 
bour'd * 
To bling . De into form, and set quar- 
rellin | 
Upon the head of . which, indeed, 
Je valour misbegot, and came into the world 
When sects add "factions were newly born: 
He's truly valiant, that can wisely suffer 
'The worst that man can breathe; and make his 
wrongs 
His pern won them like his raiment, care- 
esly ; we: 
And ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart, 
To bring it into danger. 
It wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill, 
What folly *tis, to hazard life for ill? 
Alc. My lord, — | | 
1. Sen. You cannot make groſs sins look clear; 
To revenge is no valour, but to bear, 
Ale. My lords, then, under favour, pardon me, 
If I speak like a captain. — ; 
Why do fond men expose themselves to battle, 
And not endure all threats? sleep upon. it, 
And let the foes quietly cut their throats, 
Without repugnancy ? If there be 
Such valonr in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad? why then, women are more valiant, 
That stay at home, if bearing carry it; 
And the als, eng captain than the lion; the fel- 
| ow, $08 
Loaden with irons, wiser than the judge, 
If wisdom be in suffering. O my lords, 
As you are great, be pitifully good: 
Who caunot condemn rashnels in cold blood? 
To kill, | grant, is sin's extremest gust; 
But, in defence, by mercy, 'tis most just. 
To be in anger, is impiety ; 
But who is man, that is not angry? 
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Weigh but the crime with this. 
2. Sen, You breathe in vain. 
Alc. In vain? bis service done 
At Lacedaemon, and Byzantium, 
Were a sufficient briber for his life. 
1. Sen. What's that? | | 
Ale, Why, 1 say, my lords, he has done fair 
service, b. un 
And slain in fight many of your enemies: 
How full of valour did he bear himself 25 
In the last conflict; and made plenteous wounds'? 
2. Sen. He has made too much plenty with em, 
he's | 
A sworn rioter: he has a sin that often 
Drowns him, and takes his valour prisoner: 
If there were no foes, that were enough 
To overcome him: in that beastly-fury 
He has been known to commit outrages, 
An cherish factions: *Tis inferr'd to us, 


His days are foul, and his drink dangerous. 
1. Sen, He dies. | | 
Alc. Hard fate! he might have died in war. 
My lords, if uot for any parts in him, 
(Though his right arm might purchiase his 
I time, kat e 14; 
And be in debt to none,) yet, more to move you, 
Take my deserts to his, and join them hoth; - 
And, for I know, your reverend ages love 
Security, I'll pawn my victories, al! 
My honour to you, upon his good returns, 
If by this crime be owes the law lis life, 
Why, let the war receive't in valiant gore; 
For law is strict, and war is nothing more. 
1. Sen, We are for Jaw, he dies; urge it no 
| more, 0 | . 
On height of our displeasure: Friend, or brother, 
He forfeits his own blood, that spills another. 
Ale. Must I be 80? it must not be. My lords, 


own 
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I do beseech you, know me. 
2. Sen. How ? 
Alc. Call me to your remembrances. 
3. Sen, What? | 
Alc. J cannot think, but your age bas forgot 
me; | 
It could not else be, T should prove so base, 
To sue, and be deny'd such common grace: 
My wounds ake at you, 
1. Sen. Do you dare our anger? 
Tis in few words, but spacious in effect; 
We banish thee for ever. 
Alc. Banish me? | 
Banish your dotage: banish usury, 
That makes the senate ugly. 
1. Sen, If, after two * shine, Athens con- 
tain thee, 
Attend our weightier judgment. 
And, not to swell our spirit, | 
He shall be executed presently. [Exeunt Senators. 


Alc. Now the gods keep you old enough; that 
. you may live 

Only in bone, that none may look on you! 
T am worse than mad: I have kept back their foes, 
While they bave told their money, and let out 
Their coin upon large interest; I myself, 
Rich only in large hurts; — All those, for this? 
Is this the balsam, that the usuring senate 
Pours into captains' wounds? ha! banishment? 
It comes not ill; I hate not to be banish'd; 
Tt is a cause worthy my spleen and fury, 
That I may strike at Athens. I'Il cheer up 
My discontented troops, and Jay for hearts. 
"Tis honour, with most lands to be at odds; 


Soldiers should brook as little wrongs, as gods. 
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| A magnificent Room in Tinion's House, 


Musick. Tables Set out? Servants attending. Enter 
| divers Lords, at several doors. 


1. Lord. The good time of day to yon, sir. 

2. Lord. I also wish it to you. I think, this 
honourable lord did but try us this other day. 

1. Lord. Upon that were my thoughts tiring, 
when we encounter'd; I hope, it is not so low 
with him, as he made it seem in the trial of his 
several friends. 


2. Lord. It should not be, by the persuasion of 
his new feasting. 

1. Lord. I should think so: He hath sent me 
an earnest inviting, which many my near occa- 
sions did urge me to put off; but he hath con- 
jured me beyond them; and I must needs appear. 

2. Lord. In like manner was IJ in debt to my 
importunate busineſs, but be would not hear my 
excuse. I am sorry, when he sent to borrow of 
me, that my provision was out. | 

1. Lord. I am sick of that grief too, as I under- 
stand how all things go. | 

8. Lord. Every man here's so. What would he 
have borrow'd of you? 

1. Lord. A thousand pieces. 

2. Lord. A thousand pieces! 

i. Lord. What of you? 


3. Lord. He sent to me, sir, — Here he comes. 


Enter Timon, and Attendants. 


Tim. With all my heart, gentlemen both: 
And bow fare you? 8 
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Lord. Ever at the best, hearing well of your 
Yordship. . . 
| 2. Lord. The swallow follows not summer more 
willing, than we your lor dship. | 
| Tim. [ Aside.] Nor more willingly leaves winter; 
| such summer-birds are men, — Gentlemen, our 
| dinuer will not recompense this long stay: feast : 
your ears with the mugick awhile; if they will 3 
fare so barzhly on the trumpet's sound: we shall 2 
to't presently. 2 
1. Lord. I hope, it remains not unkindly with — 
your lordsbip, that I return'd you an empty mes- » 
senger. ; : 
Tim. O, sir, let it not trouble you. f 
2. Lord. My noble lord, — 
Tim. Ah, my good friend! what cheer? 
[The banquet brought in, 


| 2. Lord. My most honourable lord, I am een | 
I sick of sbame, that, when your lordsbip this other 
| 


day 8ent to me, I was 80 unfortunate a beggar, | 
Tim. Think not on't, sir. 9 
2. Lord. If you had sent but two hours be- 
fore, — | ; | 
Tim. Let it not cumber your better remem - 
brance. — Come, bring in all together. | 


2: Lord. All cover'd disbes! 

1. Lord. Royal cheer, I warrant you. 

3. Lord. Doubt not that, if money, and the 
season, can yield it. 4 

1. Lord. How do you? What's the news? - wes 

5. Lord. Alcibiades is banish'd; Hear you of 
ha EET 47 40-2 5 

I. 2. Lord. Alcibiades banish'd! _ 

3. Lord. "Tis so, be sure of it. 42 

i. Lord. How? how? 

2. Lord. I pray you, upon what? 8 

Tim. My worthy friends, will you draw. near? 
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5. Lord. Tl tell you more anon. Here's a noble 
feast toward. | g 
2. Lord. This is the old man still. 

3. Lord. WilPt bold? willt hold? 

2. Lord. It does: but time will — and 80 — 

3. Lord. I do conceive. 

Tim. Each man to his stool, with that spur as 
he would to tbe lip of his mistreſs: your diet 
shall be in all places alike. Make not a city feast 
of it, to Jet the meat cool ere we can agree upon 
the first place: Sit, sit. The gods require our 
thanks. 


You great benefactors, sprinkle our society with 
inet For your own gifts, make yourselves 
raised hut reserug still to give, lest your deities 
be despised. Lend to each man enough, that one 
need not lend to another : for, were your godheads 
= to borrow of men, men would forsake the gods. 
Male the meat be beloved, more than the man that 
” gives it. Let no assembly of twenty b- without a 
score of villains: If there git twelve wo,nen at the 
| table, let a dozen of them be —as they are, — The 
rest of your fees, O gods, — the senators of Athens, 
| together with the common lag of people, — what i; 
amiſs in them, you gods, make suitable for destruc- 


». 
tion. For these my present friends, — as they are 
p to me nothing, 30 in nothing bleſs them, and to no» 
he thing are they welcome, „ 4 
* Uncover, dogs, and lap. 8 | 
| =. [The dishes uncovered are full of warm water. 
0 A 


Some speak. What does his lordship mean? 
Some other. I know not. , | : 
Tim. May you a better feast never bebold, . 
Lou knot of mouth - friends! smoke; and luke» 
1 Warm water | 
Ts your perfection. This is Timon's last; 
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Who stuck and spangled you with flatteriess 
Washes it off, aud sprinkles in your faces 
[ Throwing water in their faces, 

Your reeking, villainy. Live loath'd, and long, 
Most smiling, smooih, detested parasites, 
Courteous destroyers, aff ble wolves, meek bears, 
You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, times flies, 
Cap and knee slaves, vapours, and minute - jacks! 
Of man, and beast, the infinite malady 
Crust you quite o'er! — What, dost thou go? 
Soft, take thy physick first, — thou too, — aud 

| thou ; — 

[ Throws the dishes at them, and drives them out, 


Stay, I will lend thee money, borrow none, — 
What, all in motion? Henceforth be no feast, 
Whereat a villain's not a welcome guest. 

Burn, house; sink, Athens! hencetorth hated be 
Ot Timon, man, and all humanity! [Exit, 


Re-enter the Lords, with other Lords and Senator's, 


1. Lord. How now, my lords? 

2. Lord. Know you the quality of lord Timon's 
fury? 5 

3. Lord. Pish! did you see my cap? 

4. Lord. T have lost my gown. | 

3. Lord. He's but a mad lord, and nought but 
humour ways him. He gave me a jewel the other 
day, and now he has beat it out of my hat; — 
Did you see my jewel? I» 

4. Lord. Did you see my cap? 
2. Lord. Here 'tis. 

4. Lord. Here lies my gown, 

1. Lord. Let's make no stay. 

2. Lord, Lord Timon's mad. 

3 Lord. 1 feePt upon my bones. 
4. Lord. One day be gives us diamonds, next 

day stones. [I Exeint. 
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ACT lv. SCENE I. 


Without the walls of Athens, 


Enter Timon, 


Tim, Let me look back upon thee, O thou wall, 
That girdlest in those wolves! Dive in the earth, 
And fence not Athens! Matrons, turn inconti- 

nent; 

Obedience fail in children! slaves, and fools, ' 

Pluck the grave wrinkled senate from the bench, 

And minister in their steads, to general filths 

Convert o' the instant, green virginity ! 

Do't in your parents eyes! bankrupts. hold fast; 

Rather than render back, out with your knives, 

And cut your trusters" throats! bound servants, 

| steal! 

, Large-handed robbers your grave masters are, 

And pill by law! maid, to thy master's hed; 

Thy mistreſs is o' the brothel! son of sixteen, 

Pluck the lin'd ervtch from thy old limping sire, 
Wich it beat out his brains! piety, aud fear, 

Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth, 

2 Domestick awe, night-rest, and neighhourhood, 
x Instruction, manners, mysteries, and trades, 
Degiees, observances, customs, and Jaws, 
Decline to your confounding contraries, | 
And yet confusion live! — Plagues, incident to 

men, 

Your potent and infectious fevers heap 

On Athens, ripe for stroke! thou cold sciatica, 

Cripple our senators, that their limbs may halt 

As lamely as their manners! lust aud liberty 
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Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth; 
That 'gainst the stream of virtue they may strive, 
And drown themselves in riot! itches, blains, 
Sow all the Athenian bosoms; and their crop 

Be general leprosy! breath infect breath; 

That their society, as their friendship, may 

Be merely poison! Nothing I'll bear from thee, 
But nakedneſs, thou detestable towu ! ; 
Take thou that too, with multiplying banns! 
Timon will to the woods; where he shall find 
The unkindest beast more kinder than mankind. 
The gods confound (hear me, you good gods all.) 
The Athenians both within and out that wall! 
And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow 


To the whole race of mankind, high, and low: 
Amen. [Exit 


SCENE II. 


Athens. 


A Room in Timon's House. 
Enter FLAvius, with two or three Servants, 


1. Serv, Hear you, master steward, where it 
our master ? 
Are we undone? cast off? nothing remaining! 
Flav. Alack, wr fellows, what should I say te 
| you 
Let me be recorded by the righteous gods, 
I am as poor as you. 
1. Serv, Such a bouse broke! 
So noble a master fallen! All gone! and not 
One friend, to take his fortune by the arm, 
And go along with him! 
2. 3 As we do turn our backs 
From our companion, thrown into his grave; 
So his familiars to his buried fortunes 


. Sliok all away; leave their false vows with him, 
22 Like empty purses pick'd: and his poor self, 

A dedicated beggar to the air, = 

With his disease of all-shunn'd poverty, 


lows. 
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Enter other Servants. 


* 
* , A * 


Flav. All broken implements of a ruin'd house. 
Fg 3. Serv. Yet do our hearts wear Timon's livery. 
That see I by our faces; we are fellows still, 

© Serving alike in sorrow: Leak'd is our bark; 
And we, poor mates, stand on the dying deck, 
WM Hearing the surges threat; we must all part 

*. Iuto this sea of air. ; 

x Flav. Good fellows all, | 

The latest of my wealth I'l] share amongst you. 
Wherever we shall meet, for Timon's sake, 

Let's yet be fellows; let's shake our heads, and 


* 9 4 
* ; we. a 


say, 
| "As 'twere a knell unto our master's fortunes, 
3 We have seen better days. Let each take some; 
, | [giving them money. 
2 


+ - Nay, put out all your hauds. Not one word 
N more: EH: 
Thus part we rich in sorrow, parting poor. 

3 [ Exeunt Servants. 


* : 
O, the fierce wretcbedneſs that glory brings us! 
Who would not wish to be from wealth exempt, 
Since riches point to misery and contempt ? 
EV ho'd be so mock'd with glory? or to live 
ZZZBut in a dream of friendship? | | 
To have his pomp, and all what state compounds, 
But only painted, like his varnish'd friends? | 
Poor honest lord, brought low by his own heart; 


6 


* ; & Undone by goodneſs! Strange, unusual blood, 
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Walks, like contempt, alone. — More of our fel- | 


— 


— 1 —— ( — — — 


— — — 
— met — 


, oo — — . ˙ A 


Go TIMON OF ATHENS, 


When man's worst sin is, he does too much 
good! 50 

Who then dares to be half so kind again? 

For bounty, that makes gods, does still mar men. 

My dearest lord, — blest, to be most accurs'd, 

Rich, only to be wietched; — thy great fortunes 

Ate made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord! 

He's {lung in rage from this ungrateful seat 

Of monstrons friends: nor has he with him to 

Supply his life, or that which can command it. 

III follow, and inquire him out: 

I'll ever serve his mind with my best will; 


Whilst I have gold, III be his steward still. (Exit, 


SCENE III. 
The Woods. 


Enter Timon. 


Tim. O blessed breeding sun, draw from the 
| earth 
Rotten humidity ; below thy sister's orb 
Infect the air! Twinn'd brothers of one womb, 
Whose procreation, residence, and birth, 
Scarce is dividant, — touch them with several 
fortunes; | 
The greater scorns the lesser: Not nature, 
9. To whom all sores lay siege, can bear great for- 
8 tune, 
But by contempt of nature. 
Raise me tbis beggar, aud denude that lord; 
The senator shall bear contempt hereditary, 
The beggar native honour. 
It is the pasture lards the brother's sides, 
The want that makes bim lean. Who dares, who 
dares, | 
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In pmity of manhood stand upright; '' 

And say, This matt's à flatterer? if one be, 

So are they all; for every grize of fortune 

Is smooth'd by that below: the learned pate 

Ducks to the golden fool: All is oblique ; 

There's nothing level in our cursed natures, 

But direct villainy. Therefore, be abhorr'd 

All feasts, societies, and throngs of men! 

His semblable, yea, himself, Timon disdains: 

Destruction fang mankind! — Earth, yield me 

roots! | [digging. 

Who seeks for better of thee, sauce his palate 

With thy most operant poison! What is here? | 

Gold? ma ms. precious gold? No, 

ods, | 

T am no idle votarist. Roots, you clear heavens! 

Thus much of this, will make black, white; foul, 
fair; a 

Wrong, right; base, noble; old, young; coward, 
valiant. 

Ha, you gods! why this? What this, you gods? 
Why this 1 2 

Will lug your pricsts and servants from your 

| sides; 

Pluck stout men's pillows from below their heads: 

This yellow slave 77 71 

Will knit and bresk religions; bleſs the accurs'd; 

Make the hoar Jeprosy ador'd; place thieves, 

And give them title, knee, and approbation, 

With senators on the bench: this is it, 

That makes the wappen'd widow wed again; 

She, whom the spital-house and ulcerous sores 

Would cast the gorge at, this embalms and 
spices 

To the April day again. Come, damned earth, 

Thou, common whore of mankind, that put'st 
odds 


Among the rout of nations, I will make thoe 
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When man's Worst sin is, he does too much 
good! 1 
Who then dares to be half so kind again? 
For bounty, that makes gods, does still mar men, 
My dearest lord, — blest, to be most accurs'd, 
Rich, only to be wietched; — thy great fortunes 
Ate made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord! 
He's flung in rage from this ungrateful seat 
Of monstrons friends: nor has he with him to 
Supply his life, or that which can command it. : 
Tl follow, and inquire him out: ö 
I'll ever setve his mind with my best will; 5 


Whilst I have gold, I'll be his steward still. (Exit, ; 
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SCE NE III. 
The N oods. | . 
Enter Timon. 


Tim. O blessed breeding sun, draw from the 
earth 
Rotten humidity; below thy sister's orb 
Infect the air! Twinn'd brothers of one womb, 
Whose procreation, residence, and birth, : 
Scarce is dividant, — touch them with several x. 
fortunes z | 3 
The greater scorns the lesser: Not nature, 
To whom all sores lay siege, can bear great for- 
tune, 
But by contempt of nature. 
Raise me tbis beggar, and denude that lord; 
The senator shall bear contempt hereditary, 
The beggar native honour. 
It is the pasture lards the brother's sides, 
The want that makes him lean. Who dares, who 
dares, | 
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In pur ity of manhood stand upright, 
And say, This man's a flatterer? if one be, 
So are they all; for every grize of fortune 
Is smooth'd by that below: the learned pate 
Ducks to the goldeu fool: All is oblique; 
There's nothing level in our cursed natures, 
But dircct villainy. Therefore, be abhorr'd 
All feasts, societies, and throngs of men! 
His semblable, yea, himself, Timon disdains : 
Destruction fang mankind! — Earth, yield me 
roots ! lcligg ing. 
Wbo seeks for better of tbee, sauce his palate 
With thy most operant poison! What is here? 
Gold? FORAY precious gold? No, 
rods, 

Jam no idle 40:46; Roots, you clear heavens! 
Thus much of this, will make black, white; foul, 
fair; a 
Wrong, right; base, noble; old, young; coward, 

valiant. | 
Ha, you gods! why this? What this, you gods? 
Why this 
Will lug your pricsts and servants from your 
sides; 
Pluck stout men's pillows from below their heads: 
This yellow slave 1 
Will knit and bresk religions; bleſs the accurs'd; 
Make the hoar Jeprosy ador'd ; place thieves, 
And give them title, knee, and approbation, 
With senators on the bench: this is it, 
That makes the wappen'd widow wed again; 
She, whom the spital-housc and ulcerous sores 
Would cast the gorge at, this embalms and 
spices | 
To the April day again, Come, damned earth, 
Thou, common whore of mankind, that put'st 


odds 
Among the rout of nations, I will make thoe 
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Do thy right nature. — [ March afar off.] Ha! « 
drum? — Tbou'rt quick, 

But yet T'll bury thee: Thon'lt go, strong thief, 

When gouty keepers of thee cannot stand: — 

Nay, stay thou out for earnest. [keeping some gold, 


Enter Ar.crBranes, with drum and fife, in warlike 
manner; Paugyxra, and TrmAanDaA. 


Ale. What art thou there? speak. 
Tim. A beast, as thou art. The canker gnaw 


thy heart, „ , 
For shewing me again the eyes of man! Y 
Alc. What = thy name? Is mau o bateful te 
thee, 


That art thyself a man? 

Tim. I am misanthropos, and hate mankind. 
For thy part, I do wish thou wert a dog, 
That I might love thee something. 

Alc. T know thee well; 

But in thy fortunes am unlearn'd and strange. 

Tim. I know thee too; and more, than that I 

__ know thee, 
IT not desire to know. Follow thy drum; 
With man's blood paint the ground, gules, gules: 
Religious canons, civil laws ace cruel; 
Then what should war be? This fell whore of 
thine | 
Hath in her more destruction than thy sword, 
For all ber cherubin look, 

Phry. Thy lips rot off! 

Tim. I will not kiſs thee; then the rot returns 
To thine own lips again. 

Alc. How came the noble Timon to this change! 

Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light te 

ive: 
But then renew I could not, like the moon; 
There were no suns to borrow of. 
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Alc. Noble Timon, 
What friendship may I do thee? 
Tim. None, but to 
Maintain my opinion.“ 
Alc. Wbat is it, Timon? | 
Tim. Promise me friendship, but perform none: 
Tf thou wilt not promise, the gods plague tbee, 
For thou art a man! if tbou dost perform, 
Confound thee, for thou art a man ! | 
Alc. | have heard in some sort of thy miseries. 
Tim. Thou saw'st them, when I bad prosperity: 
Alc. T 8ee them now; then was a blessed time. 
Tim. As thine is now, beld with a brace of 
harlots. 
Tyman. Is this the Athenian minion, whom 
the world 
Voic'd so regardfully ? 
Tim. Art thou Tymandra? 
Tyman. Yes. | 
Tim. Be a whore still! they love thee not, 
that use thee; 
Give them diseases, leaving with thee their lust. 
Make use of thy salt hours: season the slaves 
For tubs, and baths; bring down rose - cheeked 
youth : | 
To the tub-fast, and the diet. 


Tyman. Hang thee, monster! 
Alc. Pardon him, sweet Tymandra; for his 
waits | | 
Are drown'd and lost in his calamities. — 
J have but little gold of late, brave Timon, 
The want whereof dath daily make revolt 
In my penurious band; I have beard, and priev'd, 
How cursed Athens, mindleſs of thy worth, 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour 
states, 


But for thy sword and fortune, trod upon 
them, ne 
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Tim. I pr'ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee 
gone. | | 
Alc, T am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Ti- 
| mon. 3 
Tim. How dost thou pity him, whom thou 
dost trouble 
T had rather be alone. 
Alc. Why, fare thee well: 
Here is some gold for thee. 


Tim. Keep it, I cannot eat it. >... 
Alc, dag 4 I have laid proud Athens on a 
eap, — | | 
Tim. Warr'st - 'gainst Athens? 
- Ale. Ay, Timon, and have cause. 
Tim. The gods confound them all in thy con- 
quest; and 
Thee after, when thou hast conquer'd! 
Alc. Why me, Timon? 
Tim. That, by killing of villains, thou wast 


born 


To conquer my country. 


Put up thy gold; Go on, — here's gold, — go 
on; ö 

Be as a planetary plagne, when Jove 

Will o'er some high-vic'd city bang bis poison 

In the sick air: Let not thy e one: 


Pity not honour'd age for his white beard, 


He is an usurer: Strike me the counterfeit matron, 
It is her babit only that is honest, 


Herself's a bawq:; Let not the virgin's cheek 
lake soft thy treachant sword; for those milk- 
aps, | 
That through the window-bars bore at men's 
eyes, 3 

Are not within the leaf of pity writ, 

But set them down horrible traitors: Spare not 
the babe, 
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Whose dimpled smiles from fools exhaust their 
mercy, e 
Think it a bastard, whom the oracle 
Hach doubtfully pronounc'd thy throat shall cut, 
And mince it sans remorse:. Swear against ob- 
iects ; 244 gore 
Put armour on thine. ears, and on thine eyes; 
Whose proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor 
babes, “ if, 9 S114 
Nor sight of priests in holy vestments. bleeding, 
Shall pierce a jot. There's gold to pay thy 
soldiers: n 48” tf 
Make large confusion; and, thy fury spent, 
Confounded be thyself! Speak not, be gone. 
Alc. Hast thou gold yet? 111 take the gold thou 
iv'st me, pi | 
Not all thy counsel. N fx 
Tim. Dost thou, or dost thou not, heaven's. 
curse upon thee! is [IEF 
Phr. and Tym. Give us some gold, good Timon: 
Hast thou more? 
Tim. 1 to make a whore forswear her 
trade, 
And to and ee a bawd, Hold up, you 
sluts, 70 | 
Your aprons mountant: You are not oathable, — 
Although, I know, you'll swear, terribly swear, 
Into strong shudders, and to heavenly agues, - 
The immortal gods that hear you, — spare your 
oaths, . 2 
I' trust to your conditions: Be whores still; 
And he whose pious breath seeks to convert you, 
Be strong in 9 allure him, burn him np; 
Let your close {ire predominate his smoke, 


„. 


And be no turn-coats; Yet may your pains, six 


\ months, 
Be quite contrary: And thatch your poor thin 
roofs . 4% 1:8. A 
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With burdens of the dead; — some that were 
bang'd, | 


No matter; — wear them, betray with them: 
a whore still; | 
Paint till a borse may mire upon your face: 
A pox of wrinkles! 
Phr. and T _ Well, more gold; — What 
then? — | 
Believe't, that we'll do any thing for gold. 
Tim, Consumptions soy Wi. 
In hollow bones of man; strike their sharp shins, 
And marr men's spurring. Crack the lawyer's 
voice, 
That he may never more false title plead, 
Nor sound his quillets shrilly: hoar the flamen, 
That scolds against the quality of flesh, 
And not believes bimself: down with the nose, 
Down with it flat; take the bridge quite away 
Of him, that his particular to foresee, 
Smells from the general weal: make curl'd-pate 
ruffians bald; 8 
And let the unscarr'd braggarts of the war 
Derive some pain from you: Plague all; 
That vour activity may defeat and quell 
The source of all erection.— There's more gold: — 
Do you damn others, and let this damn you, 
And ditches grave you all! 
Phr.and Tym. More counsel, with more money, 
bounteous Timon. . 
Tim. More whore, more mischief first; I have 
iven you earnest. 
Alc. Strike up the drum towards Athens. Fare- 
| wel, Timon; | 
Tf I thrive well, I'll visit thee again. 
Tim. If T hope well, I'Il never see thee more. 
Alc. I never did thee harm. ; 
Tim. Yes, thou spok'st well of me. 
Alc. Callst thou that harm? 


1 
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Tim. Men daily find it. 
Get thee away, and take thy heagles with thee. 
Alc. We but offend him. — Strike. 
[Drum beats, Exeunt ALC1BIADES, PuATNIA, 
and TYMANDRA. 8 
Tim. That nature, being sick of man's unkind- 
'nels, ; Wh 
Should yet be bungry! — Common, mother, thou, 
; [ digging, 
Whose womb unmeazurable, and infinite b. eas, 
Teems, and feeds all; whose seif-same mettle, 
Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puff'd, 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue, 
The gilded newt, and eyeleſs venom'd worm, 
With all the abhorred births below crisp heaven 
Whereon Hyperion's quickening fire dotb shine; 
Yield him, who all thy human sons doth bate, 
From forth thy plenteous bosom, one poor root! 
Ensear thy fertile and conceptious womb, 8 
Let it no more bring out ingrateful man! 
Go great with tygers, dragons, wolves and bears; 
Teem with new monsters, whom thy upward face 
Hath to the marbled mansion all above 
Never presented! — O, a root, — Dear thanks! 
Dey up thy merows, vines, aud plough-torn leas; 
Wbereof ingrateful man, with liquoris h draughts, 
Ani morsels uuctuous, greases his pure l 549 
That from it all consideration slips! 


Enter APEMANTUS. 


More man? Plague! plague! _ 
Apem. I was N hither; Men report. 
Thou doit affect my manners, aud dost use them. 
Tim, Tis then, because thou dost not keep a 
dog b 6) 

Whom I would, imitate; Consumption catch thes} 
Apem. This is in thee a nature but affected; 


— — — 
— . - = 
ECLECTIC EE ISI — — ͥẃ m  — — — 
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Answer mere nature, — bid them flatter thee; 


A poor unmanly melancholy, sprun 

From change of fortune. Why this spade? this 
Jace? » #5: d&, -.64 410 1 

This sdade- like habit? and these looks of care? 

Thy {latterers yet wear silk, drink wine, lie soft; 

Hug their diseas'd perfumes, and have forgot 

That ever Timon was. Shame not these woods, 

By putting” on the*cunning of a carper. 

Be thou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive 

By that which has undone thee: hinge thy knee, 

And let his very breath, whom thou'lt observe, 

Blow off thy cap; praise his moat vicious strain, 

And call it excellent: Thou wast told thus; 

Thou gav'st thine ears, like tapsters, that bid 

x welcome, „ | 

To knaves, and all approackers : "Tis most just, 

That thou turn rascal; bad'st thou wealth again, 

Rascals should "jp; Do not assume my like- 
nets. N 

Tim. Were I like thee, Id throw away myself. 
Apem. Thou hast cast away thyself, being like 
* - thyself; 8 

A madman so long, now a fool: What, think'st 

That the bleak air, thy boisterous chamberlain, 

Will put thy shirt on warm? Will these moist 
trees, | 

That have outlivil the eagle, page thy heels, 

And skip when thou point'st out? will the cold 

brook, 

Candied with ice, candle thy morning taste, 

To cure thy o'er-night's surfeit? Call the crea- 
tures, — | 

Whose naked natures live in all the spight 

Of wreakful' heaven; whose bare unhoused 

3 trunks, | 11 

To the conflicting elements expos'd, 


O! thou shalt find —— 2 211 1 © 
Tim. 
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Tim. A fool of thee: Depart. 

Apem. I love thee better now than e'er I did. 

Jim. I hate thee worse. 

Apem. Why? 

Tim. Thou flatter'st misery. 

Apem. I flatter not; but say, thou art a caitiff. 

Tim. Why dost thou seek me out? 

Apem. To vex thee. 

Tim. Always a villain's office, or a fool's, 

Dost please thyself in't? ; 

Ajem. Ay. 

Tim. What! a knave too? 

Apvem. If thou didst put this sour-cold habit on 
To castigate thy pride, *twere well: but thou 
Dost it euforcedly; thou'dst courtier be again, 
Wert thou not beggar. Willing miser 
Outlives incertain pomp, is crown'd before: 

The one is lilling still, never complete; 

The other, at high wish: Best state, contentleſs, 
Hath a distracted and most wretched being, 
Worse than the worst, content. 

Thou should'st desire to die, being miserable. 

Tim. Not by his breath, that is more miserable. 
Thou art a slave, whom Fortune's tender arm 
With favour never clasp'd; but bred a dog. 
Had'st thou, like us, from our first swath, pro- 

ceeded 
The sweet degrees that this brief world affords 
To such as may the passive drugs of it 
Freely command, thou would'st have plang'd thy- 
self | 
In general riot; melted down thy youth 
In different beds of lust; and never learn'd 
The icy precepts of respect, but follow'd 
The 8ugar'd game before thee. But myself, 
Who had the world as my confectionary ; 
The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts 
of men 297 20 
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At duty, more than I could frame employment; 
That numberleſs upon me «tuck, as leaves 
Do on the oak, have with one winter's brush 
Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare 
For every storm that blows; — I. to bear this, 
That never knew but better, is some burden: 
Thy nature did commence in sufferance, time 
Hath made thee haid in't. Why should'st thou 
hate men ? 

They never flatter'd thee: What hast thou given? 
Ii thou wilt curse, — thy father. that poor rag, 
Must be thy subject; who in spight, put stuff, 
To some sbe beggar, and compounded thee 
Poor rogue hereditary. Hence! be gone! — 
If thou badet not been born the worst of men, 
Thou had'st been a knave, and flatterer. p 

Apem, Art thou proud yet? 

Tim. Ay, that | am not thee, 

Apem, I, that I was no prodigal. 

Tim. I, that Jam one now: 
Were all the wealth I have, shut up in thee, 
I'd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone, — 
That the whole life of Athens were in this! 
Thus would I eat it. [Eating a root. 


Apem, Here; I will mend thy feast. 
0 f 7 ering him Something, 


Tim. First mend my company, take away thy- 
self. 
Apem, So I sball mend mine own, by the lack 
of thine, 
Tim. Tis not wel! mended so, it is but botch'd; 
If not, I would it were. 
Apem, What would'st thou have to Athens? 
Tim. Thee thither in a whirlwind, If thou 
wilt, 
Tell them there I bave gold; look, 3o I have. 
Apem, Here is no use for gold. 
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Tim. The best, and truest: 

For here it sleeps, and does no hired harm. 

Apem. Where ly'st o'nights, Timon? 

Tim. Under that's above me. 

Where feed'st thou o'days, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Where my stomach finds meat; or, 
rather, where I eat it. 

Tim. *Would poison were obedient, and knew 
my mind! | 

Apem. Where would'st thou send it? 

Tin. To sauce thy dishes. | 

Apem. The middle of humanity thou never 
knewest, but the extremity of bath ends: When 
thou wast in thy gilt, and thy perfume, they 
mock'd thee for too much curiosity; in thy rags 
thou hnowest none, but art despised for the con- 
trary. There's a medlar for thee, eat it. 

Tim. On what I hate, I feed not. 

Apem. Dost hate a medlar? 

Tim. Ay, though it look like thee. 

Apem. An thou had'st hated medlers sooner, 
thou should'st have loved thyself better now. 
What man didst thou ever know unthrift, that 
was beloved after his means? 

Tim. Who, without those means thou talk'st 
of, didst thou ever know beloved ? 

Apem. Myself. 

Tim. I understand thee; thou had'st some 
means to keep a dog. 

Apem. What things in the world canst thou 
nearest compare to thy flatterers? 

Tim. Women nearest; but men, men are the 
things themselves. What would'st thou do with 
the world, Apemantus, if it lay in thy power? 

Apem, Give it the beasts, to be rid of the men. 

Tim. Would'st thou have thyself fall in the 


confusion of men, and remain a beast with the 
beasts ? | 


T 2 
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gar's dog, than Apemantus, 


Apem. Ay, Timon. 

Tun. A beasily ambition, which the gods grant 
thee to attain to! If thorn wert the lion, the fox 
would beguile thee: if thou wert the lamb, the 
fox would eat thee: if thou wert the fox, the 
lian would suspect thee, when, peradventure, 
thou wert accus'd by the afs; if thou wert the 
als, thy dulneſs would torment thee; anti still 
thou livedst but as a breakfast to the wolf: if 
thou wert the wolf, thy gieedinels would ailuct 
thee, and oft thou should'st hazard thy life £-r 
thy dinner; wert thou the unicorn, pride and 
wrath would confound thee, and make thine owa 
self the conquest of thy frry+ wert thou a bear, 
thou would'st be kill by the horse; wert thor a 
horse, thou would'st be eiz'd by the leopard; 
wert thou a leopard, thou we:t german to the 
lion, and the spots of thy kiudred were jurors on 
thy life: all thy safety were remotion; and thy 
defence, absence. What beast could*'st thou be, 
that were not subject to a beast? aud what a beast 
art thou already, that seest not thy loſs in trans- 
formation? 

Apem. If thon could'st please me with speak- 
ing to me, thou might'st bave hit upon it here: 
The commonwealth of Athens is become a forest 
of beats. 4 


Tim. How has the aſs broke the wall, that 
thou art out of the city? | 


Apem. Vonder comes a poet, and a painter: 
The plague of company light upon thee! I will 
fear to catch it, and give way: When I know 
not what else to do, I'll »ee thee again. 


Tim. When there is nothing living but thee, 
thou shalt be welcome, I bat rather be a bes- 


Apem. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive. 
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Tim. Would thou wert clean enough to spit 
upon. 

Apem. A plague on thee, thou art too bad to 
cure. | 

Tim. All villains, that do stand by thee, are 
ure. 

Apem. There is no leprosy, but what thou 
speak'st. 

Tim. If T name thee. — 

IU beat thee, — but I should inſect my hands 
Ayem. T would my tongue could rot them off! 
Tun. Away, thou isse of a mangy dog! 

Choler does kill me, that thou art alive; 

I swoon to see thee. | 
Ape, *\Vould thou would'st burst! 

Tim. Away, 
Thou tedious rogue! I am sorry. I sball lose 
A stone by thee. [throws a stone at him. 


Apem. Beat! 
Tim. Slave! 
Apem. Toad ! 
Tim, Rogue, rogue, rogue! 
[ArzEMANTUS retreats backward, as going. 


I am sick of this false world; and will love 
nought = 
But even the mere necessities upon it. 
Then, Timon, presently prepare thy grave; * 
Lie where the light foam of the ses may beat 
Thy grave-stone daily: make thine epitaph, 
That death in me at others* lives may laugh. 
O thou sweet king-killer, and dear divorce 
| [Looking on the gold, 


Twixt natural son and sire! thou bright defiler 

Of Hymen's purest bed ! thou valiant Mars! 

Thou ever young, fiesh, lov'd, and delicate 
wooer, 

Vhose blush doth thaw the consecrated snow 
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That lies on Dian's lap! thou visible god, 
That solder'st close npoetbilitics, 
4 And mak'st them kiſs! that speak'st with every 
1 tongue, 

To every purpose! O thou touch of hearts! 
1 Think, thy slave man rebels; and by thy virtue 


Set them into confounding odds, that beasts 
May have the world in empire! = 
Apem. Would 'twere 80; — 2 
But not till I am dead! — I'll say, thou hast gold: | ® 
Thou wilt be throng'd to shortly. | | 
1 Lim. 'Throng'd to? 
[1 Tim> Thy back, I pr'ythee. - 
; Apem. Live, and love thy misery ! . 
4 Tim. Long live 80, and so die! — T am quit, % 
[Exit Ar EMAN Tus. 
More things like men? — Eat, Timon, and ab- 
. hor them. | @ 
Enter Thieves, We 
1. Thief. Where should he have this gold? Tt F 
is some poor fragment, some slender ort of his! 
p gment, er o 
remainder: The mere want of gold, and the fa Þ © 
ling -from of his friends, oleh, 1-28 into this me- 2 
lancholy. 


Fe 2. Thief, It is nois'd, he hath a maſs of trea- 
sure. 

3. Thief. Let us make the assay upon him; if 
be care not for't, he will supply us easily; If he 
covetously reserve it, bow all- get it? 

2. Thief. True; for he bears it not about him, 
tis hid. 

1. Thief. Is not this he? 

Thieves. Where? 

2. Thief. Tis his description. 

5. Thief. He; I know him. 


_ 
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Thieves. Save thee, Timon. 
Tim. Now, thieves? 
Thieves. Soldiers, not thieves. 
Jim. Both too; and women's sons. 
Thieves, We are not thieves, but men that 
much do want. 
Tim. Your gieatest want is, you want much 
of meat, 
Why should you want? Behold, the earth bath 
roots; 
Within this mile break forth an hundred springs: 
The oaks bear mast, the briars scarlet hips; 
The bounteous huswife, nature, on each bush 
Lays ber full mels before you. Want? why 
want? | 
I. Thief. We cannot live on grals, on berries, 
water, 
As beasts, and birds, and fishes. | 
Tim, Nor on the beasts themsclves, the birds, 
and hshes; | 
You must eat men, Yet thanks I must you con, 
That you are thieves profest; that yon work not 
In holier sbapes: for there is boundlels theft 
In limited professions. Rascal thieves, 
Here's gold: Go, suck the subtle blood o' the 
rape, 
Till the high . seeth your blood to froth, 
And so 'scape hanging: trust not the physician; 
Wis antidotes are poison, and he slays 
More than you rob; take wealth and lives toge- 
ther; 
Do villainy, do, since you profeſs to do't, 
Like workmen: III example you with thievery. 
The sun's a thief, and with his great attraction. 
Robs the vast sea: the moon's an arrant thief, 
And ber pale fire she snatches from the sun; 
The $ea's a thief, Whose liquid surge resolves 
The moon into salt tears; the earth's a thief, 
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That feeds and breeds by a composture stolen 
From general excrement: each thing's a thief; 
The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough 


ower , 

Have uncheck'd theft, Love not yourselves; 
away; 

Rob one another. There's more gold: Cut 
throats; | 


All that you meet are thieves: To Athens, po, 
Break open shops; nothing can you steal, 

But thieves do lose it; Steal not lels, for this 

I give you; and gold confound yon hownoever! 
Amen. [Timo retires to his cave, 

3. Thief. He has almost charm'd me from my 
profession, by persuading me to it, 

1. Thief. "Vis in the malice of mankind, that be 
thus advises us; not to have us thrive in our 
Mystery. 

2. Thief. I'll believe him as an enemy, and give 
over iy trade, | 

1. Thief. Let ns first see peace in Athens: 
There is no time so miserable, but a man may 
be true, [Exeunt Thieves, 


Enter FLAVIUS. 


Hlav. O you gods! 

Is yon despis'd and ruinous man my lord? 

Full of decay and failing? O monument 

And wonder of good deeds evilly bestow'd! 

What an alteration of honour has 

Desperate want made! 

What viler thing upon the earth, than friends, 

Who can bring noblest winds to basest ends! 

How rarely does it meet with this time's guise, 

When man was wish'd to love his enemies: 

Grant, I may ever love, and rather woo 

Those that would mischief me, than those that 
do! 
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He has caught me in his eye: I will present 

My henest grief unto him; and, as my lord, 

Still serve bim with my life, — My dearest 
master! 


— 


Timon comes forward from lis CAVE, 


Tim. Away! what art thou? 
Fav. Have you forgot me, sir? | 
Tim, Why dost ask that? I have forgot all 
men; 
Then, if thou grant'st thou art a man, I have 
Forgot thee. 
Tan. An honest poor servant of yours. 
Tim. Then I know thee not: 
T ne'er had honest man about me, I; all 
I kept were knaves, to serve in meat to villains, 
Fav. The gods are witnels, 
Ne'er did poor steward wear a truer grief 
For his undone lord, than mine eyes for yon. 
Tim, What, dost thou weep ? — Come nearer; 
— then I love thee; 
Because thon art a woman, and disclaim'st 
Viinty mankind; whose eyes do never give, 
But thorongh lust, aud laughter. Pity's sleeping: 
Strange times, that weep with laughing, not with 
weeping! 
Flav. T beg of you to know me, good my lord, 


To accept my grief, and, whilst this poor wealth 
asts, 


To entertain me as your steward still. 
Tim. Had Ja steward so true, so just, and now 
So comfortable? It almost turns 
My dangerous nature wild. Let me behold 
Thy face. — Surely, this man was born of 
woman, — 
Forgive my general and exceptleſs rashneſs, 
You perpetual-sober gods! I do proclaim 
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One honest man, — mistake me not, — but one; 

No more, I pray, — and he is a steward. — 

How fain would IT have bated all mankind, 

And thou redeem'st thyself: But all, save thee, 

J fel] with curses. | 

Metbinks, thou art more honest now, than wise; 

For, by oppressing and betraying me, 

Thou might'st have sooner got another service: WS. 

For many 80 arrive at second masters, 

Unon their first Jord's neck. But tell me true, 

(For I mnst ever doubt, though ne'er so sure) 8 

Is not thy kindnels subtle, covetous, 

If not a usvring kinduels; and as rich men deal 
gifts, , 

Expecting in return twenty for one? 

Flav. No, my most worthy master, in whose 

breast 

Doubt and suspect, alas, are plac'd too late: 

You should have fear'd ſalse times, when you 
did feast : 

Suspect still comes where an estate is least. 

That which l shew, heaven knows, is merely 
ove, 

Duty and zeal to your unmatched mind, 

Care of your food and living: and, believe it, 

My most honour'd lord, 4 

For any benefit that points to me, 35 

Either in hope, or present, I'd exchange x 

For this one wish, That you had power and 2 
wealth 1 

To requite me, by making rich yourself. 

Tim. Look thee, tis so! — Thou singly honest 

man, 

Here, take: — tbe gods out of my misery 

Have sent thee treazure. Go, live rich, and 
happy: 

But thus condition'd ; Thou sbalt build from men; 

Hate all, curse all: shew charity to none; 
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But let the famish'd flesh slide from the bone, 
Ere thou relieve the beggar: give to dogs 
What thou deny'st to men; let prisons 8wallow 
them, 
Debts wither them to nothing: Be men like 
blasted woods, 
And may diseases lick up their false bloods! 
And so, farewel, and thrive. 
Flav. O, let me stay, 
And comfort you, my master. 
Tim. If thou hat'st 


Curses, stay not; fly, whilst thou'rt blest and 
free: 


Ne'er see thou man, and let me nt'er see thee. 
[ Exeunt Severally, 


4e %“, V. SCENE I. 


The same. Beſore Timon's Cave. 
Enter Poet, and Painter; Timon behind, unseen, 


Pain, As I took note of the place, it cannot be 
far where be abides. | 

Poet. What's to be thought of him? Does the 
rumovr hold for true, that he is so full of gold ? 

Pain. Certain: Alcibiades reports it; Phrynia 
and 'I'ymendra had gold of him: he likewise en- 
rich'd poor straggliug soldiers with great quanti- 
ty: Tis said, he gave unto his steward a mighty 
sum. 


Poet. Then this breaking of his has been but a 


| try for his friends ? 
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Pain. Nothing else: yon shall see bim a palm 
in Athens again, aud flourish with the bighest. 
Therefore, tis not amiſs, we tender our loves to 
him, in this supposed distreſs of his: it will sbew 
honestly I: us; and 1% very likely to ac our pur- 
poses with what they travel for, if it be a just 
and true report that goes of his having 

Poet. What have you now to present unto bim? 


Pain. Nothing at this time but my visifation; 
only I will promise him an excellent piece. 


Poet. I must serve him so too; tell him of an 
intent that's coming toward bim. 


Pain. Good as the best. Promising is the very 
air o' the time; it opens the eyes of expectation; 
performance is ever the duller for his act; and, 
bur in the plamer and simpler kind of people, the 
deed of saying is quite out of use. To promise is 
most conrity and fashi-nalle: performance s a 
Kind of will, or restament, which argues a gieat 
Sickneſs in his judgment that makes it. 


Tim Excellent workman! Thou canst not paint 
a man zo bad as is thyse'f. | 

Poet | am thinking, what T «hall say I have 
provided for bim: I: must be a personating of 
himself: a s8atire against the softi.efs of prospert- 
ty; with a discovery of the infinite flatteries, that 
follow youth and opulency. | 

Tin, Must thou needs stand for a villain in 
thine own work? Wilt thou whip thine own 
faults in other men? Io so, I have gold for thee, 

Poe! Nay, let's seek him: 

Then do we a sin against our own estate, 
When we may profit meet, and come too late. 
Pain. True; — | 
When the day serves, before black-corner'd night, 
Find what thou want'st by free and offer'd light. 


Come, 
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Tim. I'll meet you at the turn, What a god's 
zold, 


That he is w orchipp d in a baser axes Gd 

Than where «wine feed! 

'Tis thou that rigs'st the bark, and plow'st the 
foam; 

Settlest admired reverence in a lave: 

To thee be wane. and thy saints for aye 


Be crown'd with plagues, that thee alone obey! 
Tit I meet them. [advancing. 


Poet. Nail, worthy Timon! 
Pain. Our late noble master. | 


Tim. Have | once liy'd to zee tro honest 
men? 
Poet. Sir. 
Having often of your open bounty tasted, 
Hearing you were retir'd, your friends falPn off, 
Whose thanklels natures — O abhorred spirits! 
Not all the whips of heaven are age enough — 
Wbat! to you! 
Whose star-like nobleneſs gave life and in- 
ſluence 
To their whole being! J am rapt, 
cover 
The monstrous bulk of this ingratitude 
With any size of words. ry 
Tim. Let it go naked, men wy see't che 
better: 
Yon, that are honest, by bahay what you are, 
Make thum best seen, and known, 
Pain. He, and myself, : 
Hase travell'd in the great shower of your  oifes, 
And sweetly felt it. 
Tim. Ay, you are honest men, 


Pain. We are hither come to offer you our 
service. 


and cannot 


requite you? 


Tim. Most honest men! Why, how shall I 
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Can you eat roots, and drink cold water? no. 
Both. What we can do, we'll do, to do you 
service. 
Tim. You are honest men: You have heard 
that I have gold; 
J am sure, you have: speak truth: you are 
honest men. 
Pain, So it is said, my noble lord: but there- 
fore 
Came not my friend, nor I. 
Tim. Good honest men: — Thou draw'st a 
counterfeit 
Best in all Athens: thou art, indeed, the best; 
Thou counterfeit'st most lively. 
Pain. So, 80, my lord. 
Tim. Even 80, sir, as I say: — And, for thy 


fiction, [to the Poet. 
Why, thy verse swells with stuff so fine and 
smooth, 


That thou art even natural in thine art. — 
But, for all this, my bonest-natur'd friends, 
J must needs say, you have a little fault: 
Marry, *'tis not monstrous in you; neither 
wish I, | 
You take much pains to mend. 
Both. Beseech your bonour 
To make it known to us. 
Tim. You'll take it ill. | 
Both, Most thankfully, my lord. 
Tim, Will you, indeed? 
Both, Doubt it not, worthy lord. 
Tim. There's ne'er a one of you but trusts a 
knave, | 
That mightily deceives you. 
Both. Do we, my lord? : 
Tim. Ay, and you hear him cog, see him dis- 
semble, 
Know his groſs patchery, love bim, feed him, 
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Keep in your bosom: yet remain assur'd, 
That he's a made-up villain, 


Pain. I know none such, my lord, 
Poet. Nor I. 
Tim. Look you, I love you well; TI! give 
you gold, 
Rid me these villains from your companies : 
Hang them, or stab them, drown them in a 


draught, | 
Confound them by some course, and come to 
me, 


I'll give you gold enough. 
Both. Name them, my lord, let's know them, 
Tim. You that way, and you this, but two 

in company: — | 

Each man apart, all single, and alone, 

Yet an arch-villain keeps him company. 

If, where thou art, two villains shall not be, 

[to the Painter, 

Come not near him: — If thou would'st not 

reside [to the Poet. 

But where one villain is, then him abandon, — 


Hence! pack! there's gold, ye came for gold, ye 
| slaves: | 
You have done work for me, there's payment: 
Hence! — 
You are an alchymist, make gold of that: — 
Out, 1ascal dogs! | 


[Exit, beating and driving them out. 
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SCENE II. 


The same. 


Enter FrAvivus, and two Senators. 


Flav. It is in vain that you would speak with 
Timon; 
For he is set 80 only to himself, 
That nothing, but himself, which looks like 
man, 
Is friendly with him. 
1. Sen. Bring us to bis cave: 
It is our part, and promise to the Athenians, 
To speak with Timon. 
2. Sen. At all times alike 
Men are not still the same: Twas time, and 
iefs, 
That fram'd him thus: time, with his fairer 
hand, 
Offering the fortunes of bis former days, 
The former ung may make him: Bring us to 
im, 
And chance it as it may. 
Flav, Here is his cave. —» 
Peace and content be here! Lord Timon! Ti- 
mon | 
Look out, and speak to friends: The Athenians, 
By two of their most reverend senate, greet 
thee ; 
Speck to them, noble Timon, 


Enter Timo. 


Tim. Thou sun, that comfort'st, burn! — Speak, 
and be hang'd: 
For each true word, a blister! and each false 


Be 
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Be as a cauterizing to the root o' the tongue, 
Consuming it with speaking! 
1. Sen, Worthy Timon, — | 
Tim. "Of none but such as you, and you of 
Timon. a 
2. Sen. The senators of Athens greet thee, 
JFF 1 
Tim. I thank them; and would send them 
back the plague, | | 
Could 1 but catch it for them. 
1. Sen. O, forget | 7 Ig" 
What we are sorry for ourselves in thee. 
The senators, with one concent of love, 
Entreat thee back to Athens; who have thought 
On special dignities, which vacant lie 
For thy best use and wearing. 
2. Sen. They confels, 


Toward thee, forgetfulneſs too general, groſs : 
Which now the publick body, — which doth 
seldom 

Play the recanter, — feeling in itself 

A lack of Timon's aid, hath sense withal 

Of its own fall, restraining aid to Timon; 

And send forth us, to make their sorrowed 
| render, 5 
Together with a recompence more fruitful 

Than their offence can weigh down by tlie 


dram; 
Ay, even such heaps and gums of love and 
wealth, | 
As shall to thee blot out what wrongs were 
theirs, 


And write in thee the figures of their love, 
Ever to read them thine. 

Tim, You witch me in it; | 
Surprize me to the yery brink of tears; 
Vol. VI. U 
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Lend me a fool's heart, and a woman's eyes, 
And IIl beweep these comforts, wortby senators. 


1. Sen. Therefore, 30 please thee. to return 
ed en n 
And of our Athens (thine, and ours). to take. 
The ca tainship, thou sbalt be met with thanks, 
Allow'd with absolute power, and thy good 
P 
Live with authority: — $0 soon we shall drive 
back © | 3 65 
Of Alcibiades the approaches wild; 
Who, like a boar too Savage, doth root up 
His country's peace. 


2. Sen. And sbakes his threat'ning s word 
Against the walls of Athens. | 


1. Sen. Therefore, Timon, — 


Tim. Well, sir, I will; therefore I will, sir; 
Thus, — 
If Alcibiades kill my countrymen, 1 
Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, | 7 
That — Timon cares not. But if he sack fair 5 
| Athens, 7 
And take our goodly aged men by the 
Giving our holy yirgins to the stainn 
Of contumelious, beastly, mad-brain'd war; 
Then let him know, — and, tell him, Timon 
. speaks it, 
In pity of our aged, and our youth, 
I cannot choose but tell him, that — TI care 
not, 2 
And let him take't at worst; for their knives 
care not, f 
While you have throats to answer: for myself, 
There's not a whittle in the nuruly camp, 
But I do prize it at my love, before 


beards, 
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The reverend'st throat in Athens. 80 1 leave 
you 
To the protection of the e Pn 
As thieves to keepers, 
Flav. 'Stay not, all's in vain. | , 
Tim. Why, I was writing of my epitaph,. | 
It will be scen to-morrow ; My long sicknels 
Of healtb, and living, now begins to mend, 


And nothing brings me all things, Go, live 
Still; 


Be Alcibiades your plegve, you his, 
And last 80 long enough? 


1. Sen. We speak in vain, 


Tim. But yet I love my country; and am not 
One that rejoices in the common wreck, 
As common bruit doth put it. 


1. Sen, That's well spoke. 


Tim, Commend me to my loving country- 
men, — 
1. Sen. These words become your lips as they 
paſs throug them. 
2. Sen. And enter in our ears, m great tri- 
umphers \ 
In their applauding gates. - 
Tim. Commend me to them; | 
And tell them, that, to ease them of their riefs, 
Their fears of hostile strokes, their aches, rp 
Their pangs of love, with other incident throes 
That nature's fragil vessel doth sustain 


In life's uncertain voyage, I will some kindneſs 
do them: 


n teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades' wrath, 
2. Sen. I like this well, he will return again. 


Tim, I have a tree, which grows here in my 
close, 


Us 
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That mine own use invites me to cut down, 
And shortly must J fell it; Tell my friends, 
Tell Athens, in the sequence of degree, 
From high to low throughout, that whoso please 
To stop affliction, let him take his haste, 
Come Ae ere my tree hath felt the axe, 
And hang himself: — I pray you, do my greet- 
ing. | 
Flav. Trouble bim no further, thus you still 
| shall find him. 


Tim. Come not to me again: but say to 
Athens, 

Timon hath made his everlasting mansion 
Upon the beached verge of the salt flood; 
Whom once a day with his embossed froth 
The turhulent surge sball cover; thither come, 
And let my grave-stone be your oracle. — 
Lips, let sour words go by, and language end: 
What is amils, plague and infection mend! 
Graves only be men's works; and death, their 


gain! 
Sun, hide thy beams! Timon hath done his 
reign. ; [Exit Timon. 


1. Sen. His discontents are unremoveabl 
Coupled to nature. k 


2. Sen, Our hope in him is dead: let us 
return, 
And strain what other means 1s left unto us 
In our dear peril. 


1. Sen. It requires swift foot. [Exeunt, 
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S C E N E III. 
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The IWalls of Athens. 


Enter tibo Senators, and a Messenger. 


1. Sen, Thou hast painfully discover'd; are 


his files 
As full as thy report? 
Mes, J have spoke the least: 
Besides, his expedition promises 
Present approach. 
2. Sen, We stand much hazard, if they bring 
not Timon. 
Mes. I met a courier, one mine ancient 
friend; — 
Whom, though on general part we were Op» 
| pos'd, | 
Yet our old love made a particular force, 
And made us speak like friends: — this man 
was ridin 
From Alcibiades to Timon's cave, 
Wich letters of entreaty, which imported 
His feliowship u i' the cause against your city, 
In part for his sake mov'd. 


Enter Senators from Trio. 


1. Sen, Here come our brothers. 


3. Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing of him ex- 
pect. — 


The enemies“ drum is heard, and fearful 


scouring 


Doth choke the air with duet: In, and prepare; 
Ours 1s the fall, I fear, our foes the snare. 


8 [ Exaunt, 
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The Woods, Timon's Cave, and a tomb. stone 
Seen. 


Enter a Soldier, Seeking Tino, 


Cold. By cs description this should be the 
ace. 
Who's here? speak, ho! — No answer? — 
What is tbis? 

Timon is dead, who hath out-stretch'd his span: 
Some beast rear'd this; there does not live a 
man. | + 
Dead, sure j and this his grave. What's on this 

tomb 
J cannot read; the character I'Il take with wax: 
Our captain bath in every figure skill; 
An ag'd interpreter, though young in days: 
Before proud Athens he's set down by this, 
Whase fall the mark of his ambition is. [Exit, 


SCENE V. 


Before the Walls of Athens, 


; Trumpets sound, Enter AL.ciBIADEs, and Forces, 


Alc, Sound to this coward and lascivious 
town 8 . 
Our terrible approach. [4 parley sounded. 
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Enter Senators on the walls, 


Till now you have gone on, and fill'd the 
time 

With all licentious measure, making your wills 

The scope of justice; till now, myself, and such 

As slept within the shadow of your power, 

Have wander'd with our travers'd arms, and 
breath'd | 3 | 

Our sufferance vainly: Now the time is flusb, 

When crouching marrow, in the bearer strong, 

Cries, of itself, No more: now breatbleſs wrong 

Shall sit and pant in your great chairs of ease; 

And pursy insolence shall break his wind, 

With fear, and horrid flight, 

I. Sen, Noble, and young, 

When thy first griefs were but a mere conceit, 

Ere thou 1 5 power, or we had cause of 
ear, Ei he 

We sent to thee; to give thy rages balm, 

To wipe out our ingratitude with loves 

Above their quantity, 


2. Sen. So did we woo | 
Transformed Timon to our city's love, 
By humble message, and by promis'd means; 
We were not all unkind, nor all deserve 
The common stroke of war, 


1. Sen, These walls of ours 
Were not erected by their hands, from whom 
You have N your griefs ; nor are they 
such, 5 
That these great towers, trophies, and schools 
should fall | | 


For private faults in them, ma 
2. Sen. Nor are they living, 
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Who were the motives that you first went 
out; ; 

Shame, that they wanted cunning, in exceſs 

Hath broke their hearts. March, noble lord, 

Into our city with thy banners spread: 

By decimation, and a tithed death, 

(If thy revenges hunger for that food, 

Which nature loaths,) take thou the destin'd 
= tenth; | 


And by the hazard of the spotted die, 
Let die the spotted. | 


1. Sen. All have not offended ; 
For those that were, it is not square, to take, 
On those that ate, revenges: crimes, like lands, 
Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman, 
Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy 

rage; 

Spare thy Athenian cradle, and those kin, 
Which, in the bluster of thy wrath, must fall 
With those that have offended : like a shepherd, 
Approach the fold, and cull the infected forth, 
But kill not all together. 

2. Sen. What thou wilt, 


Thou rather shalt enforce it with thy smile, 
Than bew to't with thy sword. 


1. Sen. Set but thy foot 
Against our rampir'd gates, and they shall ope; 
So thou wilt send thy gentle heart before, 
To say, thou'lt enter friendly. 

2. Sen, Throw thy glove, 

Or any token of thine honour else, | 
Tbat thou wilt use the wars as thy redreſs, 
And not as our confusion, all thy powers 
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we 


Have seal'd thy full desire. 
Alc. Then there's my glove; 
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Descend, and open your uncharged ports: 
Those enemies of Timon's,, and mine own, 
w lom you yourselyes Shall set out for reproof, 
Fall, and no more: and, — to atone your fears 
With my more noble meaning, — not a man 
Shall pals his quarter, or offend the stream 
Of regular justice in your city's bounds, 
But shall be remedy'd, to your publick laws 

t heaviest answer. | 

Both, Tis most nobly spoken. 

Alc. Descend, and keep your words. 


The Senators descend, and open the gates. 


Enter a Soldier, 


Sol. My noble general, Timon is dead; 
Entomb'd upon the very hem o' the sea: 
And, on bis grave-stone, this insculpture; which 
With wax I brought away, whose soft impres- 
sion 
Jnterprets for my poor ignorance. 
Alc. Treads.] Here lies @ wretched corse, of 
wretched soul bereft : 
Seek not my name: A plague consume you wicked 
caitiffs leſt! 
Here lie I Timon; who, alive, all living men did 
hate: | | 
Paſs by, and curse thy fill ; but paſs, and Stay 
not here thy gait, 
These well expreſs in thee thy latter spirits: 
Though thou abhor'dst in us our human griefs, 
Scorn'dst our brain's flow, and those our droplets . 
which 
From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit 


Taught thee to make vast Neptune weep for 
aye 


SS " 
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On thy low grave, on faults forgiven, Dead 
Is noble Timon; of whose memory 
Hereafter more. — Bring me into your city, 
And I will use the olive with my sword: 
Make war breed peace; make peace stint war; 
make each 
Prescribe to other, as each other's leach, — 
Let our drums strike. 


[ Exeunt, 
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PREFACE to the quarto edition of this play, 
1609. 


A never writer, to an ever reader, Newes. 


Eternall reader, you have heere a new play, never 
stal'd with the stage, never clapper-claw'd with the 
palmes of the vulger, and yet passing full of the palme 
comicall; for it is a birth of yaur.(r. that} braine, that 
never under-tooke any thing commicall, vainely: and 
= were but the vaine names of commedies changde for 
® the titles of commodities, or of playes for pleas; you 
Should see all those grand censors, that now stile them 
X* s&uch vanities, flock to them for the maine grace of 
their gravities: especially this authors- commedies, 
that are so fram'd to the life, that they serve for the 
most common commentaries of. all the actions, of our 
lives, shewing such a dexteritie and power Of, itte, 
that the most displeased with playes, are pleasd with 
his commedies. And all such dull and heavy-witted 
worldlings, as were never capable of the Witte of a 
commedie, comming by report of them to his repre» 
sentations, have ſound that witte there, that they, never 
found in them-selves, and have parted better-w¾ittied 
then they came: feeling an edge of witte set upon 
them, more then ever they dreamd they had braine t 
rind it on. So much and such savored salt of Witt 
is in his commedies, that they seeme (for their height 
of pleasure) to be borne in that sea that brought forth 
Venus. Amongst all there is none more witty than 
this: and had Itime I would comment upon it, though 
I know it needs not, (for so much as will make you 
think your testerne well bestowd) but for so much 
worth, as even poore I know to be stuft in it. It de- 
serves such a 1 as well as the best commedy in 
Terence or Plautus. And beleeve this, that when hee is 
gone, and his commedies out of sale, you will scram- 
4 ble for them, and get up a new English inquisition. 
Take this for a Warning, and at the perill of your 
pleasures losse, and judgements, refuse not, nor like 
this the lesse, for not being sullied with the smoaky 
breath of the multitnde; but thanke fortune for the 
scape it hath made amongst you: since by the grand 
possessors wills I believe yon should have prayd for 
them [r. it] rather then beene prayd. And so I leave 


all s1ch to bee 21 tor (for che states of their wits 
healths) that will not praise it. Yale, | 
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PROLOGUE. 


IN Troy, there lies the scene. From isles of 

Jo: $3565 in Wine | 

The princes orgillous, their high blood chaf'd, 

Have to the port of Athens sent their ships 

Fraugbht with the ministers and instruments 

Of cruel war: Sixty and nine, that wore 

Their crownets regal, from the Athenian bay 

Put forth toward Phrygia: and their vow is 
made, | 

| To ransack Troy; within whose strong im- 

| mures | 

The ravish'd Helen, Menelaus' queen, 

With wanton Paris sleeps; And that's the quar- 
rel. | 

To Tenedos they come; 

And the deep-drawing barks do there disgorge 

Their 1 frivtighndige ; Now on Dardan 

ains 

The fresh and yet unbruised Greeks do pitch 

Their brave pavilions: Priam's six-gated city, 

Dardan, and Tymbria, Ilias, Chetas, Trojan, 

And Antenorides, with massy staples, | 

And corresponsive and fulſilling bolts, 

Sperr up the sons of Troy, 

Now expectation, tickling skittish spirits, 

On one and other side, Trojan and Greek, 

Sets all on hazard: — And hither am I come 

A prologue arm'd, — but not in confidence 

Of author's pen, or actor's voice; but suited 

In like conditions as our argument, — | | 


To tell you, fair beholders, that our play 
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Persons Represented. 


Priam, king of Troy: 
Hector, | x 
Troilus, © | | * 
Paris, | his Sons. 

Deiphobus, | 

Helenns, 
Aeneas, ) 
Antenor, ) 
Calchas, a Trojan priest, taking part with the Greeks, 
Pandarns, Uncle to Cressida. 

Margarclon, a bastard son of Priam. 


Trojan Commanders. 


Agamemnon, the Grecian General ; 

Menelaus, his brother. 

Achilles, ] 

Ajax, 

Ulysses, 

Nestor, 

Diomedes, 

Patroclus, 

Thersites, a deformed and scurrilous Grecian, 

Alexander, servant to Cressida. 

Servant to Troilus; Servant to Paris; Servant to Dio- 
medes, 


Grecian Commanders, 


Helen, wife to Menelaus. 

Andromache, wife to Hector. 

Cassandra,, daughter to Priam; a Propheteſs, 
Cressida, daughter to Calchas, 


Trojan and Greek Soldiers, and Attendants. 


SCENE, Troy, and the Grecian Camp befors it. 


TROILUS 


TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 


ACTI. SCENE I. 


Troy. Before Priam's Palace. 


Enter Taoitus arm'd, and PANDARUS. 


Tro, Carr, here my varlet, Tl unarm 
again: 

Why should I war without the walls of Troy, | 

That ſind such cruel battle here within? | 

Hach Trojan, that is master of his heart, | 

Let him to field; Troilus, alas! hath none. | 


Pan, Will this geer n&'er be mended ? 
ſro. The Greeks are strong, and skilful to 
their strength, 


Vol. VI. % 
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Fierce to their skill, and to their fiercenefs 
valiant; 

But T am weaker than a woman's tear, 

Tamer than sleep, fonder than ignorance; 

Leſs valiant than the virgin in the night, 

And skill-leſs as unpractis'd infancy. 

Pan. Well, I have told you evough of this: 
for my part, I'll not meddle nor make no further. 
He, that will have a cake out of the wheat, must 
tarry the grinding. 

Tro. Have I not tarry'd? 

Pan. Ay, the grinding; but you must tarry the 
bonlting. 

Tro. Have I not tarry'd? 

Pan. Ay, the boulting ; but you must tarry the 
leavening. 

Tro. Lein have I tarry'd. 

Pan, Ay, to the leavening: but here's yet in 
the word — hereafter, the kneading, the making 
of the cake, the heating of the oven, and the bak- 
ing; nay, you must stay the cooling too, or you 
may chance to burn your lips. 

Tro. Patience berself, what goddels e'er she 

be, 
Doth lesser blench at sufferance than I do. 
At Priam's royal table do I sit; 
And when fair Cressid comes into my thoughts,— 
So, traitor! — when she comes! — When is 
she thence? 

Pan. Well, she look'd yestei-night fairer than 
ever [ saw ber look; or any woman else. 

Tro. I was about to tell thee, — When my 

| heart, | 
As wedged with a sigh, would rive in twain; 
Lest Hector or my father should perceive me, 
I have (as when the sun doth light a storm) 
Bury'd this sigh in wrinkle of a smile: 
But sorrow, that is couch'd in seeming gladneſs, 
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Is like that mirth fate turns to sudden sadneſs. 
Pan. An her hair were not somewhat darker 
than Helen's, (well, go to,) there were no more 
comparison between the women, — But, for my 
part, she is my kinswoman; I would not, as they 
term it, praise her, — But I would somebody had 
heard her talk yesterday, as I did. I will not 
dispraise your sister Cassandra's wit: but — 

Tro. O Pandarus! I tell thee, Pandarus, — 

When I do tell thee, There my hopes lie 
drown'd, 

Reply not in bow many fathoms deep 

They lie indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad 

In Cressid's love: Thou answer'st, She is fair; 

Pour'st in the open ulcer of my heart 

Her eyes, her air, her cheek, her gait, her yoice; 

Handlest in thy discourse, O, that her hand, 

In whose comparison all whites are ink, 

Writing their own reproach; to whose soft 
seizure | 

The cygnet's down is harsh, and spirit of sense 

Hard as the palm of ploughman! This thou 
tell'st me, 

As true _ tell'st me, when I say — I love 

er; 
But, saying thus, instead of oil and balm, 
Thou lay'st in every gash that love hath given 
me 

The knife that made it. 

Pan, I speak no more than truth. 

Tro. Thon dost not speak so much. 

Pan. Faith, I'Il not meddle in't. Let her be 
as she is: if she be fair, 'tis the better for her; 
an she be not, she has the mends in her own 
hands. | 

Tro. Good Pandarus! How now, Pandarus ? 

Pan. IT have had my labour for my travel; ill- 
thought on of her, and ill-thought on of you: 
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gone between and between, but small thanks for 
my labour. 

To. What, art thou angry, Pandarus? what, 

with me? 

Pan. Because she is kin to me, therefore she's 
not so fair as Helen: an she were not kin to me, 
she would be as fair on friday, as Helen is on 
sunday. But what care I? I care not, an she 
were a black-a-moor; 'tis all one to me. 

Tro. Say I, she is not fair? 

Pan. I do not care whether you do or no, 
She's a fool, to stay behind ber father; let her to 
the Greeks; and so I'll tell her, the next time I 
see her: for my part, I'll meddle nor make no 
more in the matter. 

Tro. Pandarus, — 

Pan, Not I. 

Tro. Sweet Pandarus, — 

Pan. Pray you, speak no more to me; I will 
leave a!l as I found it, and there an end. 

[Exit PAxvakus. An Alarm, 

Tro. Peace, you ungracious clamours! peace, 

rude sounds! 


Fools on both sides! Helen must needs be fair, 


When with your blood you daily print her 
thus. 

J cannot fight upon this argument; 

It is too starv'd a subject for my sword. 

But Pandarus 2 O gods, how do you plague 
me! 

J cannot come to Cressid, but by Pandar; 

And he's as tetchy to be woo'd to woo, 

As sbe is stubborn-chaste against all suit. 

Tel] me, Apollo, for thy Daphne's love, 

What Cressid is, what Pandar, and what we? 

Her bed is India; there she lies, a pearl: 


' Between our Ilium, and where she resides, 


Let it be calld the wild and wandering flood; 
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Ourself, the merchant; and this sailing Pandar, 
Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark. 


Alarum. Enter Ar N EAS. 


Aene. How now, prince Troilus? wherefore 
not aſield? 

Tro. Because not there; This woman's an- 
sWer sorts, | 

For womanish it is to be from thence. 

What news, Aeneas, from the. field to-day? 
Aene., That Paris is returned home, and hurt. 
T'ro. By whom, Aeneas? 

Acne. Troilus, by Menelaus, 
1ro. Let Paris bleed: 'tis but a scar to scorn; 
Paris is gor'd with Menelaus' horn. {Alarum. 


| Aene. Hark! what good sport is out of town 


to-day ! | 
Tro. Better at home, if would I might, were 
may. — 
But, to the sport abroad; — Are you bound 
thither? 


Aene, In all swift haste. | 
Tro. Come, go we then together. {[Exeunt, 


3 N IL 


The game. A Street. 


Enter CarssiDA, and ALEXANDER« 


Cre. Who were those went by? 
Alex. Queen Hecuba, and Helen. 
Cre. And whither go they? 
Alex. Up to the eastern tower, 
Whose height commands as subject all the vale, 
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To zee the battle. Hector, whose patience 
Is, as a virtue, fix'd, to-day was moy'd: 
He chid Andromache, and struck his armourer; 
And, like as there were husbandry in war, 
Before the sun rose, he was harnels'd light, 
And to the field goes he; where every flower 
Did, as a prophet, weep what it foresaw 
In Hector's wrath, | 

Cre. What was his cause of anger? 

Alex. The noise goes, this: There is among 

the Greeks | 

A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector; 
They call him, Ajax. 

Cre. Good; And what of him? 


Alex. They say he is a very man per ge, 
And stands alone. 


Cre. So do all men; unleſs they are drunk, 
sick, or have no legs. 

Alex. This man, lady, bath robb'd many beasts 
of their particular additions; he is as valiant as 
the lion, churlish as the bear, slow as the ele- 

hant: a man into whom nature hath so crowded 

umours, that his valour is crush'd into folly, his 
folly sauced with discretion : there 1s no man hath 
a virtue, that he hath not a glimpse of; nor any 
man an attaint, but he carries some stain of it: he 
is melancholy without cause, and merry against 
the bair: He hath the joints of every thing; but 
every thing so out of joint, that he is a gouty 
Briareus, many bands and no use; or purblind 
Argus, all eyes and no sight. 

re. But how a should this man, that makes me 

smile, make Hector angry ? 

Alex. They say, be yesterday coped Hector in 
the battle, and struck him down; the disdain and 


shame whereof hath ever since kept Hector fast- 
ing and waking. 
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Enter Panvarvs. 


Cre. Who comes here? 

Alex. Madam, your uncle Pandarus, 

Cre. Hector's a gallant man. 

Alex, As may be in the world, lady. 

Pan. What's that? what's that? 

Cre. Good-morrow, uncle Pandarus. 

Pan. Good-morrow, cousin Cressid; What do 
you talk of? — Good-morrow, Alexander. — 
How do you, cousin? When were you at Ilium? 

Cre. This morning, uncle, 

Pan. What were you talking of, when T came? 
Was Hector arm'd, and gone, ere ye came to 
Ilium? Helen was not up, was she? 

Cre. Hector was gone; but Helen was not up. 

Pan, F'en so; Hector was stirring early. 

Cre. That were we talking of, and of his 
anger. 

Pan. Was he angry? 

Cre. So he says here. 

Pan. True, he was so; I know the cause too; 
he'll lay about him to-day, I can tell them that: 
and there's Troilus will not come far behind him; 
let them take heed of Troilus; I can tell them 
that too. | 

Cre. What, is he angry too? 

Pan. Who, Troilus? Troilus is the better man 
of the two. 

Cre. O, Jupiter! there's no comparison. 


Pan. What, not between Troilus and Hector? 


Do you know a man, if you see him? 


ae Ay, if I ever saw him before, and knew 
im, 
Pan, Well, I say, Troilus is Troilus. 


Cre. Then you say as I say; for, I am sure, he 
is not Hector, 
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Pan, No, nor Hector is not Troilus, in some 
degrees. 

Cre, Tis just to eech of them; he is himself. 

Pan. Himself? Alas, poor Troilus! I would, 
he were, — | 

Cre. So he is, | 

Pan. — Condition, I bad gone bare: foot to 
India. 

Cre, He is not Hector. 

Pan Himself? no, he's not himself. — Would 
'a were himself! Well, the gods are above; Time 
must friend, or end: Well, Troilus, well, — I 
would, my heart were in her body! — No, Hector 
is not a better man than Troilus, 

Cre. F'xcuse me, 

Pan He is elder. 

Cre. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan. The other's not come to't; you shall tell 
me another tale, when the other's come to't, 
Hector shall not have his wit this year. 

Cre. He shall not need it, if be bave is own, 

Pan, Nor his qualities; — 

Cre. No matter. 

Pan. Nor his beauty. 

Cre. "I'would not become him, his own's better. 

Pan. You have no judgment, 9 17 Helen 
herself swore the other day, that Troilus, for a 
brown fa-our, (for so 'tis, I must confels,) — Nov 
brown ne:ther. 

Cre, No, but brown. | 

Pan. Faith, to say truth, brown and not 
brown. 

Cre. To say the truth, true and not true. 

Pan, She prais'd his complexion above Paris, 

Cre, Why, Paris hath colour enough. 

Pan, So he has. 

Cre. Then, Troilus should have too much: if 
she prais'd him above, his complexion is higher 


* 


er 
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than his; he baving colour enongh, and the other 
higher, is too flaming a praise for a good com- 
plexion, I had as heve, Helen's. golden tongue 
had commented Troilus for a copper nose. 


Pan. I 8wear to you, I think, Helen loves him 
better thau Paris. 


Cre. Then ske's a merry Greek, indeed. 

Pan. Nay, | am sure she does. She came to 
him the other day into the compals'd window, — 
and, you know, he has not past three or four 
hairs on his chin. 

Cre. Iudeed, a tapster's arithmetick may soon 
bring his particulars therein to a total. 


Pun. Why, be is very young: and yet will he, 
within three pound, lift as much as his brother 
Hector. 

Cre. Is he so yonng a man, and so old a lifter ? 

Pan, But, to prove to you that Helen loves 
him; — she came, and puts me ber white hand 
to his cloven chin, — 

Cre. Juno have mercy! — How came it 
cloven ? . 

Pan, Why, you know, 'tis dimpled: I think, 
his smiling becomes him better thau any man in 
all Phrygia. 

Cre. O. he smiles valiantly. 

Pun, Does he not? 


Cre. O, yes; an 'twere a cloud in autumn, 
Pan. Why, go to then: — But, to prove to you 
that Helen loves Troilus, — 


Cre. Troilus will stand to the proof, if you'll 
Piove it so. 


Pan. Troilus? why, he esteems her no more 
than T esteem an addle egg. | 


Fo 
— 


Cre. If you love an addle egg as well as you 


love an idle bead, you would eat chickens i the 
shell. 
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Pan. I cannot choose but laugh, to think how 
8he tickled his chin; — Indeed, she has a mar- 
vellous white hand, I must needs confels. 

Cre. Without the rack. 

Pan. And she takes upon her to spy a white 
hair on his chin. A | 

Cre. Alas, poor chin! many a wart is richer. 

Pan, But, there was such laughing; — Queen 
Hecuba laugh'd, that ber eyes ran o'er. _ 

Cre. With mill-stones. 

Pan. And Cassandra laugh'd. 

Cre. But there was a more temperate fire under 
the pot of her eyes; — Did her eyes run o'er too? 

Pan, Aud Hector laugh'd. 

Cre. At what was all this laughing? 

Pan, Narry, at the white hair that Helen spied 
on Troilus' chin. 

Cre. An't had been a green hair, I should have 
laugh'd too. | 

Fan. 'Vhey langh'd not so much at the hair, as 
at his pretty auswer. 

Cre. What was his answer? 

Pan Quoth she, Here's but one and fifty hairs 
on your chin, and one of them is white. 

Cre. This is her question. 

Pan. "That's true; make no question of that. 
One and fifty hairs, quoth he, and one white: 
That white hair is my father, and all the rest are 
his sons. Jupiter! quoth she, which of these hairs 
is Paris, my husband? The forked one, quoth he; 
luck it out, and give it him. But, there was such 
Eads and Helen so blush'd, and Paris $0 
chafed, and all the rest so laugh'd, that it paſs'd. 

Cre. So let it now; for it has been a preat 
while going by. s 

Pan. Well, cousin, I told you a thing yester- 
day; think on't. 

Cre. So I do. 


© = 0 
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Pan, I'Il be sworn, 'tis true; be will weep you, 
an *twere a man born in April. 

Cre. And III spring up in his tears, an 'twere 
a nettle against May. [ A Retreat sounded. 

Pan. Hark, they are coming from the held: 
Shall we stand up bere, and see them, as they 
pals toward Ilium? good niece, do; sweet niece 
Cressida. 

Cre. At your pleasure, 

Pan, Here, here, herc's an excellent place; here 
we may see most bravely: Pl tell you them all 
by their names, as they paſs by; but mark Troilus 
above the rest. 


Aeneas passes over the Stage, 


Cre. Speak not so loud. 
Pan. That's Aeneas; Is not that a brave man? 
he's one of the flowers of Troy, I can tell you; 


But mark Troilus; you shall see anon. 
Cre. Who's that? 


Antenor passes over, 


Pan. That's Antenor; he has a sbrewd wit, I 
can tell you; and he's a man good enough: he's 
ore o the soundest judgments in Troy, whogoever, 
and a proper man of person: — When comes 
Troilus? — Tl sbew you Troilus avon; if he 
See me, you shall see him nod at me. 

Cre. Will he give you the nod? 

Pan. You shall see. 

Cre. If he do, the rich shall have more. 


Hector passes over. 


Pan. That's Hector, that, that, look you, that; 
There's a fellow! — Go thy way, Hector; — 
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There's a brave man, niece. — O brave Hector! — 
Look, bow he looks! there's a countenance: Is't 
not a brave man ? 

Cre. O, a brave man! 

Pan. Is 'a not? It does a man's heart good — 
Look you what hacks are on his belmet? look 
you yonder, do you ee? look you there! There's 
no jesting: there's laying on; take't off who will, 
as they say: there be hacks! | 

Cre. Be those with swords ? 


Paris passes over. 


Pan. Swords? any thing, he cares not: an the 
devil come to him, it's all one: By god's lid, it 
does one's heart good: — Yonder comes Paris, 
yonder comes Paris: look ye yonder, niece; Is't 
not a gallant man too, is't not? — Why, this is 
brave now. — Who said, he came hurt home to- 
day? be's not burt: why, this will do Helen's 
heart good now, Ha! *would I could see Troilus 
now! — you shall see Troilus anon. 


Cre. Who's that? 


Ilelenus passes over. 


Pan, That's Helenus, — I marvel, where Troilus 
is: — That's Helenns; — I think he went not 
forth to-day; — That's Helenus. 

Cre. Can Helenus fight, uncle? 

Pan. Helenus? no; — yes, he'll fight indif- 
ferent well: — I marvel, where Troilus is! — 
Hark; do you not hear the people cry, Troilus? 
Helenus is a priest. | 

Cre. What sneaking fellow comes yonder ? 


Troilus passes over. 


Pan. Where? yonder? that's Deiphobus: Tis 


Troilus! there's a man, niece! — Hem! — Brave 


Troilus! the prince of chivalry! 
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Cre. Peace, for shame, peace! 

Pan, Mark him; note him; — O brave Troi- 
lus! — look well upon him, niece; look yon, 
how his sword 1s bloody'd, and his helm more 
back'd than Hector's; And how he looks, and how 
he goes! — O admirable youth! be n&er say 
three and twenty, Go thy way, Troilus, go thy 
way; had I a sister were a grace, or a daughter a 
goddeſs, he should take his choice. O admirable 
man! Paris? — Paris is dirt to him; and, I War- 
rant, Helen, to change, would give an eye to 
boot. 


Forces paſs over the stage. 


Cre. Here come more. 

Pan. Asses, fools, dolts! chaff and bran, chaff 
and bran! porridge after meat! I could live and 
die i' the eyes of Troilus. Ne'er look, ne'er look; 
the eagles are gone; crows and daws! I had ra- 
ther be such a man as Troilus, than Agamemnon 
and all Greece, 

Cre. There is among the Greeks, Achilles; a 
better man than Troilus. 

Pan. Achilles? a dray-man, a porter, a very 
camel. 

Cre. Well, well. 

Pan, Well, well? — Why, have you any dis- 
cretion? have you any eyes? Do you know what 
a man is? Is not birth, beauty, good shape, dis- 
course, manhood, learning, gentlenels, virtue, 
youth, liberality, and such like, the spice and salt 
that season a man? 

Cre. Ay, a minced man: and then to be baked 
with no date in the pye, — for then the man's 
date is out. 

Pan, You are such a woman! one knows not 
at What ward you lie. 
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Cre. Upon my back, to defend my belly; upon 
my wit, to defend my wiles; upon my secrecy, 
to defend mine honesty; my mask, to defend my 
beauty; and you, to defend all these: and at all 
these wards I lie, at a thousand watches. 

Pan. Say one of your watches. 

Cre. Nay, I'll watch you for that; and that's 
one of the chiefest of them too: if I cannot ward 
what I would not have hit, I can watch you for 
telling how I took the blow; unlels it swell past 
biding, and then it is past watching, 

Pan. You are such another! 


Enter Troilus' Boy. 


Boy. Sir, my lord would instantly speak with 
ou. 
yd Pan, Where? 
Boy. At your own house; there he unarms 
bim. | 
Pan. Good boy, tell him I come: [Exit Boy.] 
I doubt he be hurt. — Fare ye well, good niece. 
Cre. Adieu, uncle. 
Pan. VI] be with you, niece, by and by. 
Cre. To bring, uncle, — 
Pan. Ay, a token from Troilus. 
Cre. By the same token — you are a bawd. — 
[Exit Pandarus. 


Words, yows, gifts, tears, and loye's full sacri- 
fice 

He offers in another's enterprize: 

But more in Troilus thousand fold I see 

Than in the glaſs of Pandar's praise may be; 

Yet hold 1 off. Women are angels, wooing: 

Things won are done, joy's soul lies in the 
doing: 

That she beloy'd knows nought, that knows 
not this, — 


. 
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Men prize the thing ungain'd more than it is: 

That sbe was never yet, that ever knew 

Love got so sweet, as when desire did sue: 

Therefore this maxim out of love I teach, — 

Atchievement is command; ungain'd, beseech : 

Then — my heart's content firm love doth 

ear, 

Nothing of that shall from mine eyes appear. 

{Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


The Grecian Camp. Before Agamemnon's Tent. 


Trumpets. Enter Acamemnon, Nxsron, UrsskEs, 
MEenziaus, and Others. 


Agam. Princes, | 
What grief bath set the jaundice on your cheeks? 
The ample proposition, that hope makes 
In all designs begun on earth below, 

Fails in the promis'd largeneſs: checks and dis- 
asters 

Grow in the veins of actions highest rear'd; 

As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap, 

Infect the sound pine, and divert his grain 

Tortive and errant from his course of growth. 

Nor, princes, is it matter new to us, 

That we come short of our suppose so far, 

That, after seven years' siege, yet Troy walls 
stand; 

Sith every action that hath gone before, 

Whereof we have record, trial did draw 

Bias and thwart, not answering the aim, 

And that unbodied figure of the thought | 

That gav't surmised shape. Why then, you 

princes, 
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Do you with cheeks abasb'd behold our works; 
And think them sbames, which are, indeed, 
nought else 
But the protractive trials of great Jove, 
To find persistive constancy in men? 
The fineneſs of which metal is not found 
In fortune's love: for then, the bold and coward, 
The wise and fool, the artist and unread, 
The hard and soft, seem all affin'd and kin: 
But, in the wind and tempest of her frown, 
Distinction, with a broad and powerful fan, 
Puffing at all, winnows the light away; 
And what hath maſs, or matter, by itself 
Lies, rich in virtue, and unmingled, 
Nest. Wich due obseryauce of thy godlike 
seat, 
Great Agamemnon, Nestor shall apply 
Thy latest words. In the reproof of chance 
Lies the true proof of men: The sea being 
smooth, 
How many shallow bauble boats dare sail 
Upon ber patient breast, making their way 
With those of nobler bulk? 
But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 
Tbe gentle Thetis, and, anon, behold 
The strong-ribb'd bark through liquid mountains 
cut, 
Bounding between the two moist elements, 
Like Tn horse: Where's then the saucy 
oat, 
Whose weak untimber'd sides but even now 
Co-rival'd greatneſs? either to harbour fled, 
Or made a toast for Neptune. Even 80 
Doth valour's shew, and valour's worth divide 
In storms of fortune: For, in her ray and bright- 
nels, | 
The berd hath more annoyance by the brize, 
Than by the tyger: but when the splitting wind 
| Makes 
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Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks, 
And flies fled under shade, Why, then, the thing 
of courage, 

As rous'd with rage, with rage doth sympathize, 
And with an accent tun'd in self-same key, 
Returns to chiding fortune. 

Ulyss. Agamemnon, — 
Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece, 
Heart of our numbers, soul and only spirit, 
In whom the tempers and the minds of all 
Should be shut up, — bear what Ulysses speaks. 
Besides the applause and approbation 
The which, — most mighty for thy place and 


SWay, — [to Agamemnon. 
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And thou most reverend for thy stretcht- out 
life, — [to Nestor. 


J give to both your speeches, — which were 
such | 
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in braſs; and such again, 
As venerable Nestor, hatch'd in silver, 
Should with a bond of air (strong as the axle» 
tree 
On which heaven rides) knit all the Greekish 
ears 
To his experienc'd tongue, — yet let it please 
| both, — 
Thou great, — and wise, — to hear Ulysses 
speak. | 
Agam, Speak, prince of Ithaca; and be't of 
leſs expect 
That matter needleſs, of importleſs burden, 
Divide thy lips; than we are conſideut, 
When rank Thersites opes bis mastiff javs, 
We shall hear musick, wit, and oracle. 
Ulyss. Troy, yet upon his basis, had been 
down, 
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And the great Hector's sword had lack d a master, 

But for these instances. 

The specialty of rule hath been neglected; 

And, look, how many Grecian tents do stand 

Hollow upon this plain, so many hollow fac- 
tions. E 

When that the general is not like the hive, 

To whom the foragers shall all repair, 

What honey ” expected? Degree being vizard- 
ed, 

The unworthiest shews as fairly in the mask. 

The beavens themselves, the planets, and this 
center, 

Observe degree, priority, and place, 

Insisture, course, proportion, season, form, 

Office, and custom, in all line of order: 

And therefore is the glorious planet, Sol, 

In noble eminence enthron'd and spher'd 

Amidst the other; whose med'cinable eye 

Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil, 

And posts, like the commandment of a king, 

Sans check, to good and bad: But, when the 
planets, 

Tn evil mixture, to disorder wander, 

What plagues, and what portents? what mutiny ? 

What raging of the ea? shaking of earth? 

Commotion in the winds? frights, changes, hor- 
rours, 

Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 

The unity and married calm of states 

Quite from their fixure? O, when degree 1s 

| shak'd, 

Which is the ladder of all high designs, 

The enterprize is sick! How could communities, 

Degrees in schools, and bretherhoods in cities, 

Peaceful commerce from dividable shores, 

The primogenitive and due of hirth, 

Prexogative of age, crowns, scepters, laurels, 
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But by degree, stand in authentick place? 
Take but degree away, untune that string, 
And, hark, what discord follows! each thing 
, meets 
In mere oppugnancy: The bounded waters 
Should lift their bosoms higher than the shores, 
And make a sop of all this solid globe: 
Strength should be lord of . 
And the rude son should strike his father dead: 
Force should be right; or, rather, right and 
wrong 
(Between whose endleſs jar justice resides) 
Should lose their names, and so should justice 
too. - 
Then every thing includes itself in power, 
Power into will, will into appetite; | 
And appetite, an universal wolf, 
So doubly seconded with will and power, 
Must make perforce an universal prey, 
And, last, eat up himself. Great Agememnon, 
This chaos, when degree is suffocate, 
Follows the choking. 
And this neglection of degree it is, 
'That by a pace goes backward, with a purpose 
It bath to climb. The general's disdain'd 
By him one step below; he, by the next; 
That next, by him beneath: so every step, 
Exampled by the first pace that is sick 
Of his superior, grows to an envious fever 
Of pale and bloodlels emulation: 
And *tis this fever that keeps Troy on foot, 
Not her own sinews. To end a tale of length, 
Troy in our weaknels stands, not in her strength. 
Nest. Most wisely hath Ulysses here dis- 
cover'd 
The fever whereof all our power is sick. 
Agam. The nature of the sickneſs found, 
Ulysses, 
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What is the remedy ? 

Ulyss. 'The great Achilles, — whom epinion 

crowns 

The sinew and the forehand of our host, — 
Having his ear full of his airy fame, 
Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent 
Lies mocking our N With him, Patroclus, 
Upon a lazy bed, the livelong day 
Breaks scurril jests; 
And with ridiculous and aukward action 
(Which, slanderer, be imitation calls,) 
He pageants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 
Thy topleſs deputation he puts on; : 
And, like a strutting player, — whose conceit 
Lies in his ham-string, and doth think it rich 


To hear the wooden dialogue and sound 


»Twixt his stretch'd footing and the scaf- 


foldage, — ; 
Such to-be-pitied and o'er-wrested seeming 
He acts thy greatneſs in: and when he speaks, 
Tis like a chime a mending; with terms un- 
squar'd, 
Which, — _ tongue of roaring Typhon 
ropp'd, 
Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuff, 
The large Achilles, on his preſs'd bed lolling, 
From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause; 
Cries — Excellent! — "tis Agamemnon just. — 
Now play me Nestor; — hem, and stroke thy 
beard, 6 
As he, being *'drest to some oration, 
That's done; — as near as the extremest ends 
Of parallels; as like as Vulcan and his wife: 
Yet good Achilles still cries, Excellent ! 
*Tis Nestor right Now play him me, Patroclus, 
Arming to answer in a night alarm. 
And then, forsooth, the ſaint defects of age 
Must be the'scene of mirth; to cough, . spit, 
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And with a palsy-fumbling on his gorget, 
Shake in and ont the rivet: — and at this sport, 


Sir Valour dies; cries, O! — enough, Patroclus ; — 


Or give me ribs of steel! I Shall sylit all 

In pleasure of my. spleen. And in tbis fashion, 

All our abilities, gifts, natures, Shapes, 

Severals and generals of grace exact, 

Atchievements, plots, orders, preventions, 

Excitements to the field, or speech for truce, 

Succels, or loſs, what is, or is not, serves 

As stuff for these two to make paradoxes, 

Nest. And in the imitation of these twain 

(Whom, as Ulysses says, opinion crowns 

With an imperial voice,) many are infect. 

Ajax is grown self-wilPd; and bears his head 

In such a rein, in full as proud a place 

As broad Achilles: keeps his tent like him; 

Makes factious feasts; rails on our state of war, 

3old as an oracle: and sets Thersites 

(A slave, whose gall coins slanders like a mint,) 

To match us in comparisons with dirt; 

To weaken and discredit our exposure, 

How rank soever rounded in with danger. 

Ulyss, They tax our policy, and call it cow- 

ardice; 

Count wisdom as no member of the war; 

Forestall pre-science, and esteem no act 

But that of hand: the still and mental parts, — 

That do contrive how many hands ball strike, 

When fitneſs calls them on; and know, by mea- 
sure | 

Of their observant toil, the enemies weight, — 

Why, this hath not a finger's dignity ; 

They call this — bed-work, mappery, closet war: 

So that the ram, that batters down the wal], 

For the great swing and rudeneſs of his poize, 

They place before his hand that made the 
engine; 
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Or those, that with the ſineneſs of their souls 
By reason guide his execution. 

Nest. Let this be granted, and Achilles' horse 
Makes many Thetis' sons. [Trumpet Sounds, 

Agam. What trumpet? look, Menelaus. 

Men. From Troy. 


Enter Ar N EAS. 


Agam. What would you fore our tent? 


Aene. Is this great Agamemnon's tent, I pray 
you ? 
Azam, Even this. 
Aene. May one, that is a herald, and a prince, 
Do a fair message to his kingly ears ? 


Agam, With surety stronger than Achilles' 
Arm 
'Fore all the Greekish heads, which with one 
voice 
Call Agamemnon head and general. 
Aene. Fair leave, and large security. How 
may 
A stranger to those most imperial looks 
Know them from eyes of other mortals ? 


Azam, How? : 

Acne. Ay; I ask, that I might waken reve- 1 
rence, 

And bid the cheek be ready with a blasb | 8 


Modest as morning when * coldly eyes 
The youthful Phoebus : 
Which is that god in oſſice, guiding men? 
Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon? 
Agam. This Trojan scorns us; er the men of 
Troy 
Are ceremonious courtiers. 
Aene. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm'd, 
As bending angels; that's their fame in peace: 
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But when they would seem soldiers, they have 
galls, 


Good arms, strong joints, true 8gwords; and, 
Jove's accord, 
Nothing so full of heart, But peace, Aeneas, 
Peace, Trojan; lay thy finger on thy lips! 
The wortbinels of praise . his worth, 
If that the prais'd himself bring the praise forth: 
But what the repining enemy commends, 
That breath fame blows; that praise, sole pure, 
trauscends. . 
Agam. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself 
Aeneas? 
Aene. Ay, Greek, that is my name. 
Agam. What's your affair, I pray you? 
Aene. Sir, pardon; 'tis for Agememnon's ears. 
Agam, He er nought privately, that comes 
from Troy. g 
Aene, Nor | from Troy come not to Whisper 


him: | 
I bring a trumpet to awake his ear; 
Io set his sense on the attentive bent, 


And then to speak. 


Agam. Speak frankly as the wind; 
Tt is not Agamemnon's sleeping hour: 
That thou shalt know, Trojan, he is awake, 
He tells thee so himself. 


Aene. Trumpet, blow loud, 
Send thy braſs voice through all these lazy 
tents; — 
And every Greek of mettle, let him know, 
What Troy means fairly, shall be spoke aloud, 
[ Trumpet sounds, 


© Ve have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy 
A prince call'd Hector, Priam is his father, 
Who in this dull and long-continu'd truce 
Is rusty grown; he bade me take a trumpet, 
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And to this purpose speak. Kings, princes, 
lords! 
If there be one, among the fair'st of Greece, 
That holds his honour higher than his ease; 
That seeks his — more than he fears his 
eril; 
That knows bie valour, and knows not his fear; 
That loves bis mistreſs more than in confession, 
(With truant vows to her own lips he loves,) 
And dare avow her beauty and her worth, 
In other aims than hers, — to him this chal- 
lenge. 
Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 
Shall make it good, or do his best to do it, 
He hath a lady, Wiser, fairer, truer, 
Than ever Greek did compals in his arms; 
And will to-morrow with his trumpet call, 
' Mid-way between your tents and walls of Troy, 
To rousc a Grecian that is true in love: 
If any come, Hector shall honour him; 
If none, he'll say in Troy, when he retires, 
The Grecian dames are sun-burn'd, and not worth 
The splinter of a lance, Even so much. 
Agam. This sball be told our lovers, lord 
Aeneas; 
If none of them have soul in such a kind, 
We left them all at home: But we are soldiers; 
And may that soldier a mere recreant prove, 
That means not, hath not, cr is not in love! 
Tf then one is, or hath, or means to be, 
That one meets Hector; if none else, I am he. 
Nest. Tell him of Nestor, one that was a 
man 
When Hector's grandsire suck'd: he is old now; 
But, if there be not in our Grecian host 
One noble man, that hath one spark of fire 
To answer for his love, Tell him from me, — 
Tl hide my silver beard in a gold beaver, 
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And in my vantbrace pat this wither'd brawn; 
And, meeting bim, will tell him, That my lady 
Was fairer than his grandame, and as chaste 
As may be in the world: His youth in flood, 
1'1l prove this truth with my three drops of 
blood. 
Aene. Now heavens forbid such scarcity of 
youth! 
Ulyss. Amen. 
Ag am. Fair lord Aeneas, let me touch your 
hand; 
To our pavilion shall J lead you, sir. 
Achilles shall have word of this intent; 
So shall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent: 
Yourself shall feast with us before you go, 
And find the welcome of a noble foe. 


[Exeunt all but Ulysses and Nestor. 


Ulyss. Nestor, — 
Nest. What says Ulysses? 
Ulyss. I have a young conception in my 
rain, = 
Be you my time to bring it to some shape. 
Nest. What is't ? 
Ulyss. This "tis: 


Blunt wedges rive hard knots: The seeded pride | 


That hath to this maturity blown up 
Jn rank Achilles, must or now be cropp'd, 
Or, sbedding, breed a nursery of like evil, 
To over-bulk us all. 

Nest. Well, and how? 


Ulyss. This challenge that the gallant Hector 


N sends, 
However it is spread in general name, 
Relates in purpose only to Achilles. 
Nest. The purpose is perspicuous even as sub- 
stance, 
Whose grossnels little characters sum up: 
And, in the publication, make no strain, 
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But that Achilles, were his brain as barren 
As banks of Libya, — though, Apollo knows, 
"Tis dry enough, — will with great speed of 
judgment, 
Ay, with celerity, find Hector's purpose 
Pointing on bim. 
Ulyss. And wake him to the answer, think 
vou? 
Nest. Yes, tis most meet; Whom may you 
else oppose. 
That can from Hector bring those honours off, 
Tf not Achilles? Though't be a sportful combat, 
Yet in the trial much opinion dwells; 
For: here the Trojans taste our dear'st repute. 
With their fin'st palate; And trust to me, Ulys- 
ses, 
Our imputation shall be oddly pois'd 
In this wild action: for the succels, 


Although particular, sball give a scantling 


Of good or bad unto the general; 
And in such indexes, although small pricks 
To their subséquent volumes, there is seen 
The baby figure of the giant maſs 
Of things to come at large. It is suppos'd, 
He, that meets Hector, issues from our choice: 
And choice, being mutual act of all our souls, 
Makes merit her election; and doth boil, 
As 'twere from forth us all, a man distill'd 
Out of our virtues; Who miscarrying, 
What heart receives from hence a conquering 
part, | 

To steel a strong opinion to themselves? 
Which entertain'd, limbs are his instruments, 
In no leſs working, than are swords and bows 
Directive by the limbs, 

Ulyss. Give pardon to my speech; — 
Therefore tis meet, Achilles meet not Hector. 
Let us, like merchants, shew our foulest wares, 
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And think, perchance, they'll fell; if not, 
The lustre of the better shall exceed, 
By shewing the worse first. Do not consent, 
That ever Hector and Achilles meet; 
For both our honour and our shame, in this, 
Are dogg'd with two strange followers, 

Nest. I see them not with my old eyes; What 


are they ? 
Ulyss. What glory our Achilles shares from 
Hector, 
Were he 1 proud, we all should share with 
im: 


But he already is too insolent; 

And we were better parch in Africk sun, 

Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes, 

Should he 'scape Hector fair: If he were foil'd, 

Why, then we did our main opinion crush 

In taint of our best man. No, make a lottery; 

And, by device, let blockish Ajax draw 

The sort to fight with Hector: Among ourselves, 

Give him allowance for the better man, 

For that will physick the great Myrmidon, 

Who broils in loud applause; and make him fall 

His crest, that prouder than blue Iris bends, 

If the dull brainlels Ajax come safe off, 

We'll dreſs him up in voices: If he fail, 

Yet go we under our opinion still, 

That we have better men. But, bit or miſs, 

Our project's life this shape of sense assumes,— 

Ajax, employ'd, plucks down Achilles' plumes. 
Nest. Ulysses, 

Now I begin to relish tby advice; 

And I will give a taste of it forthwith 

To Agamemnon: go we to bim straight. 

Two curs sball tame each other; Pride alone 

Must tarre the mastiffs on, as 'twere their bone. 

[Exeunt, 


TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 


— _ _ 2 — — — mn AMS W_- — 


ACT IL SCENE LI 


Another part of the Grecian Camp. 


Enter Ajax, and TukERsITES. 


Ajax. Thersites, — 

Ther. Agamemnon — how if he had boils? full, 
all over, generally? 

Ajax. Thersites, — 

Ther. And those boils did run? — Say 80, — 
did not the general run then? were not that a 
botchy core? 7 

Ajax, Dog, — 

Ther. Then would come some matter from 
him; Lsee none now. 

Ajax. Thou bitch- wolf's son, canst thou not 
hear? Feel then. Cstriles him. 


Ther. The plague of Greece upon thee, thou 
mungrel beef-witted lord! 

Ajax. Speak then, thou unsalted leaven, speak: 
] will beat thee into handsomenels. 

Ther, I shall sooner rail thee into wit and holi- 
neſs: but, I think, thy horse will sooner con an 
oration, than thou learu a prayer without book. 
Thou caust strike, canst thou? a red murrain o 
thy jade's tricks! 

Ajax. Toads-stool, learn me the proclamation. 

Tier. Dost thou think, I have no sense, thou 
strik'st me thus? 

Ajax. The proclamation, — 

Ther. Thou art proclaim'd a fool, I think. 

; _ Do not, porcup:ne, do not; my lingers 1 
Itch. 
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Ther. T would, thou didst itch from head to | 17 
foot, and I had the scratching of thee; I would 144 


make thee the loathsomest scab in Greece. When 1 
thou art forth in the incursions, thou strikest as pm 
slow as another. * bl 
Ajax. Lay, the proclamation, — 1 | 
Ther. Thou grumblest and railest every hour | 10 


— — 


on Achilles; and thou art as full of envy at his 
greatneſs, as Cerberus is at Proserpina's beauty, i 
ay, that thou bark'st at him. 175 

Ajax. Mistreſs Thersites ! 

Ther. Thou $sbould'st strike him. 

Ajax. Cobloaf ! 

Ther. He would pun thee into shivers with 
his fist, as a sailer breaks a bisket. 

Ajax, You whoreson cur! [beating him. 


Ther. Do, do. 

Ajax. Thou stool for a witch! 

Ther. Ay, do, do; thou sodden-witted lord! 
thou hast no more brain than J have in mine el- 
bows; an as8inego may tutor thee: Thou scurvy 
valiaut als! thou art here put to thrash Trojans ; 
and thou art bought and sold among those of any 
wit, like a Barbarian slave. If thou use to beat 
me, I will begin at thy heel, and tell what thou 
art by inches, thou thing of no bowels, thou! 
| Ajax. You dog! 
| Ther. You scurvy lord! 

Ajax. You cur! [beating him, 
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Ther. Mars his ideot! do, rudeneſs; do, camel; 
| do, do. 


Enter Acniries, and PATROCLUS, 


Achil, Why, bow now, Ajax? wherefore do 
vou thus? 


rs How now, Thersites? what's the matter, man? 
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Ther. You see him there, do you? 

Achil. Ay; What's the matter ? 

Ther. Nay, look upon him. 

Achil. So I do; What's the matter? 

Ther. Nay, but regard him well. 

Achil, Well, why I do so. 

Ther. But yet you look not well upon him: 
for, whosoever you take him to be, he is Ajax. 

Achil. 1 know that, fool. 

Ther. Ay, but that fool knows not himself. 

Ajax. Therefore I beat thee. 

her. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he 

utters! his evasions have ears thus long. I bave 
bobb'd his brain, more than he bas beat my 
bones: I will buy nine 8parrows for a penny, and 
bis pia mater is not worth the ninth part of a 
oparrow. This lord, Achilles, Ajax, — who wears 
his wit in his belly, and his guts in his head, — 
T'll tell you what I say of him. 

Ackit. What? 

Ther, Lay, this Ajax — 

Achil. Nay, good Ajax, 

[Ajax offers to strike him, Achilles interposes. 


— 


Ther. Has not so much wit — 

Achil. Nay, I must hold you. 

Ther. As will stop the eye of Helen's needle, 
for whom he comes to fight. 


Achil. Peace, fool! 


Ther. I would have peace and quietneſs, but 
the fool will not: he there; that he; look you 
thers. 

Ajax. O thou damn'd cur! I shall — 

Achil, Will you set your wit to a fool's ? 

Ther. No, I warrant you; for a fool's will 
Shame it. 

Patr. Good words, Thersites. 

Achil. What's the quarrel ? 
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Ajax. I bade the vile owl, go learn me the 


tenour of the proclamation, and ho rails upon 
me. 


Ther. T $erve thee not. 

Ajax. Well, go to, go to. 

Ther. I serve here voluntary. 

Achil. Your last service was sufferance, twas 
not voluntary; no man is beaten voluntary: Ajax 
was here the voluntary, and you as under an im- 
prels. 

Ther, Even so? — a great deal of your wit 
too lies in your sinews, or else there be liars. 
Hector shall have a great catch, if ke knock out 


either of your brains; 'a were as good crack a 
fusty nut with no kernel. 


Achil. What, with me too, Thersites? 

Ther. There's Ulysses and old Nestor, — whose 
wit was mouldy ere your grandsires had nails on 
their toes, — yoke you like draft oxen, and make 
you plough up the wars. 

Achil. What, what? 

Ther. Yes, good sooth; To, Achilles! to, Ajax! 
to! 

Ajax. T shall cut out your tongue. 

Ther. "Tis no matter; I sball speak as much as 
thou, afterwards. 

Patr. No more words, Thersites ; peace. 


Ther. I will hold my peace when Achilles 
brach bids me, shall I? 


Achil. There's for you, Patroclus. 

Ther. I will see you hang'd, like clotpoles, ere 
I come any more to your tents; I will keep where 
there is wit stirring, and leave the faction of 
fools, LEæit. 

Patr. A good riddance. 

Achil. Marry, this, sir, is proclaim'd through all 

our host: 

That Hector, by the first hour of the zun, 
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Will, with a trumpet, 'twixt our tents and Troy, 
To-morrow morning call some knight to arms, 
That bath a stomach; and such a one, that dare 
Maintain — I 8 not what; 'tis trash: Lare- 
wel. 
Ajax. Farewel. Who shall answer him? 
Achil. I know not, it is put to lottery; other- 
| wise, 
He knew his man. 
Ajax. O, meaning you: — Tl go learn more 
of it. [Exeunt, 


SCENE IL 


Troy. A Room in Priam's Palace. 


Enter PRIAM, Hector, Trorius, Paris, and HxLRNVUs. 


Pri. After so many hours, lives, speeches spent, 
Thus once again says Nestor from the Greeks; 
Deliver Helen, and all damage else — 

As honour, loſs of time, travel, expence, 

Wounds, friends, and what else dear that is con- 
sSum'd 

In hot digestion of this cormorant war, — 

Shall be struck off : — Hector, what say you to't? 

Hect. Though no man lesser fears the Greeks 

than I, 

As far as toucheth my particular, yet, 

Dread Priam, 

There is no lady of more softer bowels, 

More spungy to suck in the sense of fear, 

More ready to cry out — Who knows what fol- 
lows? 

Than Hector is: The wound of peace is surety, 

Surety secure; but modest doubt is call'd 

The beacon of the wise, the tent that searches 

To 
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To the bottom of the worst. Let Helen go: 
Since the first sword was drawn about this ques- 
tion, 
Every tithe soul, 'mongst many thousand dizmes, 
Hath been as dear as Helen; I mean, of ours: 
If we have lost so many tenths of ours, 
To guard a thing not ours; not worth to us, 
Had it our name, the value of one ten; 
What merit's in that reason, which denies 
The yielding of her up? 
Tro. Vie, fie, my brother! 
Weigh you the worth and honovr of a king, 
So great as our (read father, in a scale 
Of common ounces ? will you with counters sum 
The past proportion of his infinite? 
And buckle-in a Waist most fathomlels, 
With spans and inches so diminutive 
As fears and reasons? fie, for godly shame! 
Hel. No marvel, though you bite so sharp at 
reasons, 
Lou are so empty of them. Should not our 
father 
Bear the great sway of his affairs with reasons, 
Because your speech hath none, that tells him 
80? 
Iro. You are for dreams and slumbers, brother 
| priest, 
You fur your gloves with reason. Here are your 
reasons: 
You know, an enemy intends you harm; 
Yon know, a sword employ'd is perilous, 
And reason flies the object of all harm: 
Wo maryels then, when Helenus beholds 
A Grecian and his sword, if he do set 
The very wings of reason to his heels; 
And fly like cbidden Mercury from Jove, mM 
Or like a star dis-orb'd? — Nay, if we talk of 
reason, 
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Let's shut our gates, and sleep: Manhood and 

. bonour 

Should have hare hearts, would they but fat their 
thoughts 

With this cramm'd reason: reason and respect 

Make livers pale, and lustihood deject. 


Hect. Brother, sbe is not worth what she doth 
cost 


The holding. 
Tro. What is augbt, but as 'tis valu'd ? 


Heet, But value dwells not in particular will; 
It holds his estimate and dignity 
As well wherein 'tis precious of itself, 
As in the prizer: 'tis mad idolatry, 
To make the service greater than the god; 
And the will dotes, fat is attributive 
To what infectious]y itself affects, 
Without some image of the affected merit. 


Tro. IT take to-day a wife, and my election 

Ts led on in the conduct of my will; 

My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears, 

Two traded pilots *twixt the dangerous shores 

Of will and judgment; How may I avoid, 

Although my will distaste what it elected, 

The wife I chose? there can be no evasion 

To blench from this, and to stand firm by ho- 
nour ; 

We turn not back the silks upon the merchant, 

When we bave soil'd them; nor the remainder 
viands 

We do not throw in unrespective sieve, 

Because we now are full. It was thought meet, 

Paris should do some vengeance on the Greeks: 

Your breath with full concent belly'd his sails; 

The seas and winds (old wranglers) took a truce, 

And did him service: he touch'd the ports de- 
sir'd; 
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And, for an old aunt, whom the Greeks held 
captive, 
He brought a Grecian queen, whose youth and 
freshneſs 
Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes pale the morning, 
Why keep we her? the Grecians keep our aunt: 
Is she worth keeping? why, she is a pearl, 
Whose price _ launch'd above a thousand 
ships, 
And turn'd Worn. try kings to merchants. 
If you'll avouch, 'twas wisdom Paris went, 
(As you must needs, for you all cry'd -— Go, go, 
If you'll confels, he brought home noble prize, 
(As you must needs, for you all clapp'd your 
hands, | 
And cry'd — Inestimable!) why do you now 
The issue of your proper wisdoms rate; 
And do a deed that fortune never did, 
Deggar the estimation which you priz'd 
Richer than sea and land? O theft most base; 
Tbat we have stolen what we do fear to keep! 
But, thieves, unworthy of a thing so stolen, 
That in their, country did them that disgrace, 
We fear to warrant in our native place! 
Cas, (within.] Cry, Trojans, cry! 
Pri. What noise? what shriek is this? 
Tro. Tis our mad sister, I do know her voice. 
Cas. [wit hin.] Cry, Trojans! 
Ilect. It is Cassandra. 


Enter CassAN DA, raving. 


; Cas, Cry, Trojans, cry! lend me ten thousand 
T eyes, 2 
And I will fill them with prophetick tears. 
Hect. Peace, sister, peace. 
Cas. Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled 
elders, 


* 
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Soft infancy, that nothing canst but cry, 
Add to my clamours! let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that maſs of moan to come. 
Cry, Trojans, cry! practise your eyes with tears! 
Troy must not be, nor goodly Ilion stand; 
Our fire- brand brother, Paris, burns us all. 
Cry, Trojans, cry! a Helen, and a woe: 
Cry, cry! Troy burns, or else let Helen go. 
ä [Exits 
Hect. Now, youthful Troilus, do not these high 
strains 
Of divination in our sister work 
Some touches of remorse? or is your blood 
So madly hot, that no discourse of reason, 
Nor fear of bad succels ia a bad cause, 
Can qualify the same? 
Tro. Why, brother Hector, 
We may uot think the justneſs of each act 
Such and no other than event doth form it; 
Nor once deject the courage of our minds, 
Because Cassandra's mad; her brain-sick rap- 
tures | | 
Cannot distaste the goodneſs of a quarrel, 
Which hath our several honours al engap'd 
To make it gracious, For my private part, 
I am ro more touch'd than all Priam's sons: 
And Jove forbid, there should be done amongst us 
Such things as might offend the weakest spleen 
To ſight for and maintain! . | 
Par, Else might the world convince of le- 
vity 
As well my . as your counzels: 
But I attest the gods, your full concent 
Gave wings to my propension, and cut off 
All fears attending on so dire a project. 
For what, alas, can these my single arms? 
What propugnation 1s in one man's valour, 
To stand the push and enmity of those 
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This quarrel would excite? Yet, I protest, 
Were | alone to paſs the difficulties, 

And had as ample power as I bave will, 
Paris should ne'er retract what he bath done, 
Nor faint in the pursuit, | a 

Pri. Paris, you speak 
Like one bezotted on your sweet delights: 
You bave the honey still, but these the gall; 
So to be valiant, is no praise at all. 

Par. Sir, I propose not merely to myself 
The pleasure euch a beauty brings with it; 
But J would have the soil of her fair rape 
Wip'd off, in honourable keeping her. 

What treason were it to the ransack'd queen, 

Disgrace to your great worths, and shame 
to me, 

Now to deliver her possession up, 

On terms of base compulsion? Can it be, 

That so degenerate a strain as this, 

Should once set footing in your generous bo- 
8010s ? 

There's not the meanest spirit on our party, 

Without a heart to dare, or sword to draw, 

When Helen is defended; nor none $0 noble, 

Whose life were ill bestow'd, or death uns» 
fam'd, | 

Where Helen is the subject: then, I say 

Well may we fight for her, whom, we know 
well, 

The world's large spaces cannot parallel. 

Hect, Paris, and Troilus, you have both said 

well; 

And on the cause and question now in hand 

Have gloz'd, — but superficially; not much 

Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought 

Unkfit to hear moral philosophy: 

The reasons, you alledge, do more conduce 

To the hot passion of distemper'd blood, 
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Than to make up a free determination 
»Twixt right and wrong; For pleasure, and re- 
venge, 

Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice 
Of any true decision. Natute craves, 

All dues be render'd to their owners; Now 
What nearer debt in all humanity, 

Than wife is to the husband? if this law 

Of nature be corrupted through affection ; 

And that great minds, of partial indulgence 

To their benumbed wills, resist the same; 
There is a Jaw in each well-order'd nation, 

To curb those raging appetites that are 

Most dizobedient and refractory. 

If Helen then be wife to Sparta's king, — 

As it is known she is, — these moral laws 

Of nature, and of nations, speak aloud 

To have her back return'd; Thus to persist 

Jn doing wrong, extenuates not wrong, 

But makes it much more heavy, Hector's opi- 

nion 

Ts this, in way of truth: yet, ne'erthelels, 

My sprightly brethren, I propend to you 

In resolution to keep Helen still: 

For 'tis a cause that hath no mean dependance 
Upon our joint aud several dignities. 

Tro. , there you touch'd the life of our 
esipn ; 

Were it not 3 that we more affected 

Than the performance of our heaving spleens, 

I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood 

Spent more in her defence, But, worthy Hector, 
She 1s a theme of honour and renown ; 

A $pur to valiant arid magnanimous deeds; 
Whose present courage may beat down our foes, 
And fame, in time to come, canonize us; 

For, I presume, brave Hector would not lose 
So rich advantage of a promis'd glory, 
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As smiles upon the forehead of this action, 
For the all; world's revenue. 
Tlect. I am yours, 
You valtant offspring of great Priamus. — 
I bave a roisting challenge sent amongst 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks, 
Will strike amazement to their drowzy spirits: 
] was advertis'd, their great general slept, 
Vhilst emulation in the arm crept; 
This, I presume, will make bim. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE III. 


The Grecian Camp. Before Achilles“ Tent, 


Enter THEeRrSITEs, 


Ther. How now, Thersites? what, lost in the 
labyrinth of thy fury? Shall the elephant Ajax 
carry it thus? he beats me, and I rail at him: O 
worthy satisfaction! *would, it were otherwise; 
that I could beat him, whilst he raild at me: 
'Sfoot, I'll learn to conjure and raise devils, but 
VI see some issue of my spiteful execrations. 
Then there's Achilles, — a rare engineer. If Troy 
be not taken till these two undermine it, tbe walls 
will stand till they fall of themselves. O thou 
great thunder-darter of Olympus, forget that thou 
art Jove the king of gods; and, Mercury, lose all 
the serpentine craft of thy Caduceus; if ye take 
not that little little leſs-than-little wit from them 
that they have! which sbort-arm'd ignorance it- 
self knows is so abundant scarce, it will not in 
circumvention deliver a fly from a spider, without 
drawing their massy irons, and cutting the web. 
After this, the vengeance on the whole camp! or, 
rather, the bone-ache! for that, methinks, is the 
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curse dependant on those that war for a placket, 


J have said my prayers; and devil, envy, say 
Amen, What, ho! my lord Achilles! 


Enter PATnROCLUS. 


Patr. Who's there? Thersites ? Good Thersites, 
come in and rail. 

Ther. If I could have remember'd a gilt coun- 
terfeit, thou would'st not have slipp'd out of m 
contemplation: but it is no matter; Thyself upon 
thyself! The common curse of mankind, folly and 
ionorance, be thine in great revenue! heaven bleſs 
thee from a tutor, and discipline come not near 
thee! Let thy blood be thy direction till thy 
death! then if she, that lays thes out, says — 
thou art a fair corse, L' be sworn and sworn 
upon't, she never shrowded any but lazars. Amen, 
Where's Achilles ? 

Pair. What, art thou devout? wast thou in 

rayer ? 


Ther, Ay; The heavens hear me! 


Enter ACuiLlLLES. 


Achil. Who's there? 

Pat. Theresites, my lord. 

Achil. Where, where? — Art thou come? Why, 
my cheese, my digestion, why hast thou not 
serv'd thyself in to my table so many meals? 
Come; what's Agamemnon ? | 

Ther. Thy commander, Achilles; — Then tel 
me, Patroclus, whats Achilles ? . 

Patr. Thy lord, Thersites ; Then tell me, I pray 
thee, what's thyself ? 

Ther. Thy knower, Patroclus; Then tell me, 
Patroclus, what art thou ? 

Patr. Thou may'st tell, that know'st. 
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Achil. O, tell, tell. 

Ther. PI decline the whole question. Aga- 
memnon commands Achilles; Achilles is my lord; 
I am Patroclus' knower; and Patroclus is a fool, 

Patr. You rascal! No 

Ther. Peace, fool; I bave not done. 

Achil, He is a privileg'd man. — Proceed, Ther- 
sites. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool; Achilles is a fool; 
Thersites is a fool; and, as aforesaid, Patroclus 
is a fool, 

Achil. Derive this; come. 

Ther. Agamemanon is a fool to offer to com- 
mand Achilles; Achilles is a fool to be commanded 
of Agamemnon; Thersites is a fool, to serve sucli 
a fool: and Patroclus is a fool positive. 

Patr. Why am I a fool? | 

Ther. Make that demand of the prover. — It 
suſhces me, thou art, Look you, who comes 


here ? 


Enter Acamemnon, ULtrssrts, Nrston, Diome- 
DES, and Ajax, 


Achil. Patroclus, I'll speak with nobody: — 
Come in with me, Thersites. [ Exit. 


Ther, Here is such patchery, such juggling; 
and such knavery! all the argument is — a cuck- 
old, and a whore; A good quarrel, to draw emu» 
lous factions, and bleed to death upon. Now 
the dry $erpizo on the subject! and war, and 
lechery, confound all! [ Exit, 


Agam. Where is Achilles? 

Patr. Within his tent; but ill-dispos'd, my 
lord. | 

Agam, Let it be known to him, that we are 
here, | 
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He shent our messengers; and we lay by 
Our appertainments, visiting of him: 
Let bim be told so; lest, perchance, he think 
We dare not move the question of our place, 
Or know not what we are. 
Patr. I $ball say to him. [Exit, 


_ Ulyss. We saw him at the opening of his tent; 
He is not sick. | 

Ajax. Yes, lion-sick, sick of proud heart: you 
may call it melancholy, if you will favour the 
man; but, by my head, 'tis pride: But why, 
why? let him 8bew us a cause. — A word, my 
lord, [takes Agamemnon aside. 


Nest. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him? 
8 Ulyss. Achilles bath inveigled his fool from 
im. 

Nest. Who? Thersites? 

Ulyss. He. 

Nest. Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have 
lost his argument. 

Ulys. No, you see, he is his argument, that 
has his argument; Achilles. 

Nest. All the better; their fraction is more our 
wish, than their faction: But it was a strong 
composure, a fool could disunite. | 

Ulyss. The amity, that wisdom knits not, folly 
may easily untie. Here comes Patroclus. 


Re-enter PATROCLUS. 


Nest. No Achilles with bim. 
Ulyss.. The elephant hath joints, but none for 
courtesy: his legs are legs for necessity, not for 
flexure. ; 

Patr. Achilles bids me say — he is much sorry, 
If any thing more than your sport and pleasure 
Did move your greatuels, and this noble state, 
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To call vpon him; he hopes, it is no other, 


But, for your health and your digestion sake, 
An after-dinner's breath. 


Agam. Hear you, Patrochas ; — 
We are too well acquainted with these answers: 
But his evasion, wing'd thus swift with scorn, 
Cannot out-fly our apprehensions. 
Much attribute he hath; and much the reason 
Why we ascribe it to him; yet all his virtues, — 
Not virtuously on his own part beheld, — 
Do, in our eyes, begin to lose their gloſs; 
Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholesome dish, 
Are like to rot untasted. Go and tell him, 
We come to speak with him: And you shall not 

sin, 

If you do say — we think him over: proud, 
And under-bonest; in self-assumption greater, 


Than in the note of judgment; and worthier than 
| himself | 


Here tend the savage strangeneſs he puts on; 
Disguise the holy strength of their command, 
And under-write in an observing kind 
His humourous predominance; yea, watch 
His pettish lunes, his ebbs, his flows, as if 
The passsge and whole carriage of this action 
Rode on his tide. Go, tell him this; and add, 
That, if he over-hold his price so much, 
We'll none of him; but let bim, like an engine 
Not portable, lie under this report — 
Bring action hither, this cannot go to war: 
A s$tirring dwarf we do allowance give 
Before a sleeping giant; — Tell him so. 
Patr, I sball; and bring his answer presently. 
[ Exit, 
Azam. In second voice we'll not be satisfied, 
We come to speak with him. — Ulysses, enter 
you. [Exit Urxsszs. 
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Ajax, What is he more than another? 
** No more than what he thinks he is. 

Ajax. Is he 80 much? Do you not think, he 
thinks himself a better man than I am. 

Agam, No question. 

Ajax, Will you subscribe his thought, and say 
— he is? | 

Agam. No, noble Ajax; you are as strong, as 
valiaut, as wise, no lels noble, much more gentle, 
aud altogether more tractable, 

Ajax. Why should a man be proud? How doth 
pride grow? I know not what pride is. 

Agam. Your mind's the clearer, Ajax, and your 
virtues the fairer. He that's proud, eats up him- 
self: pride ts his own glaſs, his own trumpet, his 
own chronicle; aud whatever praises itself but in 
the deed, devours the deed in the praise. 

Ajax, T do hate a proud man, as I hate the 
engendering of toads. 

Nest. And yet he loves himself; Is it not 
strauge? [ Aside, 


Re-enter ULYSS ES. 


Ulyss. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow. 
Agam. What's his excuse? 
Ulyss, He doth rely on none; 
But carries on the stream of his dispose, 
Without observance or respect of any, 
In will peculiar and in self-admission. 
Azam, Why will be not, upon our fair request, 
Untent his person, aud share the air with us? 
Ulyss. Things small as nothing, for request's 
sake only, 
He makes important: Possest he is with great- 
neſs; 185 
Aud speaks not to himself, but with a pride 
That quarrels at self-breath ; imagin'd worth 
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Holds in his blood snch swoln and hot discourse, 
That, 'twixt his mental and hig active parts, 
Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages, 
And batters down himself: What should IT say? 
He is so plaguy proud, that the death tokens 
of it | 
Cry — No recovery, 
Agam. Let Ajax go to him. 
Dear lord, go you and greet bim in his tent: 
"Tis said, he holds you well; and will be led, 
At your request, a little from bimself. 
Ulyss. O Agamemnon, let it not be so! 
We'll consecrate the steps that Ajax makes 
When they $2 "reve Achilles: Shall the proud 
ord, 
That bastes his arrogance with his own seam ; 
And never suſters matter of the world 
Enter his thoughts, — save such as do revolve 
And ruminate Rimself, — shall he be worshipp'd 
Of that we hold an idol more than he? 
No, this thrice-worthy and right-valiant lord 
Must not 80 stale his palm, nobly acquir'd; 
Nor, by my will, assubjugate his merit, 
As amply titled as Achilles is, 
By going to Achilles: by: 
That were to enlard his fat - already pride; 
And add more coals to Cancer, when he burns 
With entertaining great Hyperion. 
This lord go to him! Jupiter forbid; 
And say in thunder — Achilles, go to him. 
Nest. O, this is well; be rubs the vein of him. 


[ Aside, 
Dio. And how his silence drinks up this ap- 
plause! LAside. 


Ajax. If I go to him, with my armed fist 
ho et him o'er the face. | 
gam. O, no, you shall not go. 
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Ajax. An he be proud with me, I'Il pheeze his 


pride: 
Let me go to bim. 
Ulyss. Not for the worth that bangs upon our 


uarrel. 
Ajax. A paltry insolent fellow, — 
Nest. How he describes himself! [Aside. 
Ajax, Can he not be sociable? 
Ulyss. The raven chides blackneſs. [ Axide, 


Ajax. I'll let his humours blood. 


Agam. He will be the physician, that sbould 
be the patient. [ Avide, 


Ajax. An all men were o' my mind, — 
Ulyss. Wit would be out of fashion. [| Axide. 


Ajax. He should not bear it so. 
He should eat swords first: Shall pride carry it? 
Nest. An *twould, you'd carry half. [ Aside, 


_ Utlyss. He would have ten shares. [Avide. 
Ajax. I will knead him, I'Il make him sup- 


; ple: — 
Nest. He's not yet thorough warm: force him 
with praises: 
Pour in, pour in; his ambition 1s dry. [ Aside. 
Ulyss. My lord, you feed too much on this 


dislike. [to Agamemnon. 


Nest. Our noble general, do not do so. 
Dio. You apt prepare to fight without Achil- 
| es. 
Ulyss. Why, 'tis this naming of him does hin 
harm. 
Here is a man — But *'tis before his face; 
I will be silent. 
Nest. Wherefore should you so? 
He is not emulous, as Achilles is. 
Ulyss. Know the whole world, he is as valiant. 
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Ajax. A whoreson dog, that shall palter thus 
| with us! 


Would, he were a Trojan ! 
Nest. What a vice were it in Ajax now — 
Ulyss. If he were proud ? 
Dio. Or covetous of praise? 
 Ulyss. Ay, or surly borne? 
Dio. Or strange, or self-affected ? 
Ulyss. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of 
sweet compogure 
Praise him that got thee, she that grave thee 
suck: 
Fam'd be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice-fam'd, beyond all thy erudition: 
But he that disciplin'd thy arms to fight, 
Let Mars divide eternity in twain, 
And give him half: and, for thy vigour, 
Bull-bearing Milo bis addition yield 
To sinewy Ajax. I will not praise thy wisdom, 
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a shore, confines 
Thy spacious and dilated parts: Here's Nestor, — 
Instructed by the antiquary times, 
He must, he is, he cannot but be wise ; — 
But pardon, father Nestor, were your days 
As green as Ajax, and your brain so temper'd, 
You should not have the eminence of him, 
But be as Ajax 
Ajax. Shall I call you father ? 
Nest. Ay, my good son. 
Dio. Be rul'd by him, lord Ajax. 
Ulyss. There is no tarrying here; the bart 
Achilles 
Keeps thicket. Please it our great general 
To call together all bis state of war; 
Fresh kings are come to Troy: To-morrow, | 
We must with all our main of power stand fast: 
And here's a lord, — come knights from east to 
west, 
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And cull their flower, Ajax sball cope the best. 
Azam. Go we to council. Let Achilles sleep: 
Light boats sail swift, though greater hulks draw 

deep. x [Exeunt. 


Ac HII. SCENET. 


Troy. A Room in Priam's Palace, 
q | 
Enter PANDARUS, and a Servant. 


Pan, Friend! you! pray you, a word: Do not 
you follow the young lord Paris ? 

Serv. Ay, sir, when he goes before me. 

Pan. You do depend upon him, I mean? 

Serv. Sir, I do 33 upon the lord. 
Pan. Vou do depend upon a noble gentleman; 
J must needs praise him. 

Serv. The lord be praised! 

Pan. Vou know me, do you not? 

Serv. Faith, sir, superficially. 

Pao. Friend, know me better; I am the lord 
Pandarus. | 

Serv. I hope, I shall know your honour better. 

Pan, I do desire it. | 

Serv. You are in the state of grace. 

4 31 | [Musick within. 

Pan. Grace! not so, friend; honour and lord- 
Ship are wy titles: — What musick is this? 

Serv. I do but partly know, sir; it is musick 
in parts. 

Pan. Know you the musicians? 

Serv. Wholly, sir. 

Pan. Who play they to? 
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Serv, To the hearers, sir. 

Pan. At whose pleasure, friend ? 

Serv. At mine, sir, and theirs that love musick. 

Pan. Command, I mean, friead. 

Serv. Who shall I command, sir? 

Pan. Friend, we understand not one another; 
Jam too courtly, and thou art too cunning: At 
whose request do these men play ? | 

Serv. That's to't, indeed, sir: Marry, sir, at 
the request of Paris my lord, who is there in per- 
son; with him, the mortal Venus, the heart- 
blood of beauty, love's invisible soul, — | 

Pan, Who, my cousin Cressida ? | 

Serv. No, sir, Helen; Could you not find out 
that by her attributes? 

Pan. It should seem, fellow, that thou hast not 
seen, the lady Cressida. I come to speak with 
Paris from the prince Troilus: I will make a 
complimental assault upon him, for my businels 
seeths. 


Serv. Sodden busineſs! there's a stew'd phrase, 
indeed! 


E 


Enter Pars, and HLN, attended, 


Pan. Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this 
fair company! fair desires, in all fair measure, 
fairly guide them ! — especially to you, fair queen! 
fair thoughts be your fair pillow ! 

Helen, Dear lord, you are full of fair words. 

Pan. You speak your fair pleasure, sweet 
queen, — Fair prince, here is good broken 
musick. 

Par, You have broke it, cousin: and, by my 
life, you shall make it whole again; you shall 
piece it out with a piece of your performance: — 
Nell, he is full of harmony. 

Pan. Truly, lady, no. 
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Helen. O, sir, — 
Pan. Rude, in sooth; in good sooth, very 
rude. | | 
Par. Well said, my lord! well, you say so in 
fits. 

Pan, T have bnsineſs to my lord, dear queen: 
— My lord, will you vouchsafe me a word ? 


Helen, Nay, this shall not hedge us out: we'll 
hear you sing, certainly. 

Pan. Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant with 
me. — But (marry) thus, my lord, — My dear 
lord, and most esteemed friend, your brother 
Troilus — 

Helen. My lord Pandarus ; honey-sweet lord,— 

Pan. Go to, sweet queen, go to: — commends 
himself most affectionately to you. 

Helen. You shall not bob us out of our melody; 
If you do, our melancholy upon your head! 


Pan. Sweet queen, sweet queen; that's a sweet 
queen, Yfaith, | | 

Helen. And to make a sweet lady sad, is a sour 
offence. 

Pan. Nay, that shall not serve your turn; that 
shall it not, in truth, la. Nay, I care not for 
such words; no, no. — And, my lord, he desires 
you, that, if the king call for him at supper, you 
will make his excuse. 

Helen. My lord Pandarus, — 


Pan. What says my sweet queen; my very 
very sweet queen ? 

Par. What exploit's in hand? where sups be 
to-night? | | 

Helen. Nay, but my lord, — 

Pan. What says my sweet queen? — My cousin 
will fall out with you. Lou must not know 
where be sups. 


Far. Fil lay life, with my disposer Cressida. 
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Pan. No, no, no such matter, you are wide; 
come, your disposer is sick. 

Par. Well, I'll make excuse. | 

Pan. Ay, good mv lord. Why $honld you say 
— Cressida? no, your poor disposer's sich 

Par. ISpy. 

Pan. You spy! what do you spy? — Come, 
give me an instrument. — Now, sweet queen. 

Helen. Why, this is kindly done. 

Pan. My niece is horribly in love with a thing 
you have, «weet queen. 

Helen. She shall have it, my lord, if it be not 
ny lord Paris, 

Pan. He! no, she'll none of him; they two 
re twain. 

Helen. Falling in, after falling out, may make 
hem three. | 

Pan. Come, come, I'Il hear no more of this: 
Using you a song now. | 

Helen. Ay, ay, pr'ythee now. By my troth, 
sweet lord, thou hast a fine forehead, , 

Pan. Ay, you may, you may, | 

Helen, Let thy song be love: this love will 
undo us ail, O, Cupid, Cupid, Cupid ! 

Pan. Love! ay, that it shall, Y7faith. 
Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but 
oye. 
Pan, In good troth, it begins 80: 


Love, love, nothing but love, still more! 
For, oh, love's bow 
HShoots buck and doe: 
The Shaft confounds 
Not that it wounds, 
But tickles still the Sore. 


These lovers ery — Oh! oh! they die! 
Yet that which Seems the wound to kill, 
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Doth turn oh! oh! to ha! ha! he! 
So dying love lives still: | 

Oh! oh! a while, but ha! ha! ha! 

Ok! oh! groans out for ha! ha! ha! 


Hey ho! 


Helen. In love, faith, to the very tip of the 

nose. 
Par. He eats nothing but doves, love; and 
that breeds hot blood, -and hot blood begets hot 
thoughts, and hot thoughts beget bor deeds, and 
hot deeds is love. 

Pan. Is this the generation of love? hot blood, 
hot thoughts, and hot deeds? — Why, they are 
vipers: Is love a generation of vipers? Sweet 
lord, who's a-field to-day? 

Par. Hector, Deiphobus, Helenus, Antenor, and 
all the gallantry of Troy: I would fain have arm'd 
to-day, but my Nell would not have it so. How 
chance my brother Troilus went not ? 

Helen. He hangs the lip at something; — you 
know all, lord Pandarus. 

Pan. Nor I, honey-sweet queen. — T long to 
hear how they sped to-day. — You'll remember 
your brother's excuse ? 

Par. To a hair, 

Pan. Farewel, sweet queen. 

Helen. Commend me to your niece. 

Pan, I will, sweet queen. 

(Exit. A Retreat $ounded. 


Par. They are come from field; let us to 
Priam's hall, 
To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I must woo 
you 
To help unarm our Hector: his stubborn buckles, 
With these your white enchanting fingers touch'd, 
Shall more obey, than to the edge of steel, 
Or force of Greekish sinews; you shall do more 
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Than all the island kings, disarm great Hector. 
Helen, "Twill make us proud to be his servant, 
Paris: 
Yea, what be sball receive of us in duty 
Gives us more palm in beauty than we have; 
Yea, ovei-sbiues ourself. 
Jar. Sweet, above thought I love thee. 
[ Exeunt. 


STANDS: 246” 


The ame. Pandarus' Orchard. 
Enter PAN DA nus, and a Servant, meeting. 


Pan. How now? where's thy master? at my 
cousin Cressida's? 


Serv. No, sir; he stays for you to conduct him 
thither. 


Enter TROTIL us. 


Pan. O, here he comes. — How now, how 
now ? 


Tro. Sirrah, walk off. [Exit Servant, 


Pan, Have you seen my cousin? 

Tro. No, Pandarus: L stalk about her door, 
Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks 
Staying for Waftsge. O, be thou my Charon, 
And give me swift transportance to those fields, 
Where I may wallow in the lily beds 
Propos'd for the deserver! O gentle Pandarus, 
From Cupid's shoulder pluck his painted wings, 
And fly with me to Cressid! 

Pan. Walk here i'the o:chard, Til bring ber 
straight. [Exit PANDARUS, 


Tro. Jam gildy; exnectation whirls me round, 
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Doth turn oh! oh! to ha! ha! he! 
So dying love lives still- _ 
Oh! oh! a while, but ha! ha! ha! 
Ok! oh! groans out for ha! ha! ha! 
Hey ho! 


Helen. In love, faith, to the very tip of the 
nose. | 

Par. He eats nothing but doves, love; and 
that breeds hot blood, and hot blood begets hot 
thoughts, and hot thoughts beget bor deeds, and 
hot deeds is love. 

Pan. Is this the generation of love? hot blood, 
hot thoughts, and hot deeds? — Why, they are 
vipers: Is love a generation of vipers? Sweet 
lord, who's a-field to-day ? 

Par. Hector, Deiphobus, Helenus, Antenor, and 
all the gallantry of Troy: I would fain have arm'd 
to-day, but my Nell would not have it so. How 
chance my brother Troilus went not? 

Helen. He hangs the lip at something; — you 
know all, lord Pandarus. 

Pan. Not I, honey-sweet queen. — I long to 
bear how they sped to-day. — You'll remember 
your brother's excuse ? 

Par. To a hair, 

Pan. Varewel, sweet queen. 

Helen. Commend me to your niece. , 

Pan, I will, sweet queen. 

(Exit. A Retreat sounded. 


Par. They are come from field: let us to 

Priam's hall, 

To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, T must woo 
you 

To belp unarm our Hector: his stubborn buckles, 

With these your white enchanting fingers touch'd, 

Shall more obey, than to the edge of steel, 

Or force of Greekish sinews; you shall do more 
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Than all the island kings, dissrm great Hector. 
Helen, Twill make us proud to be his servant, 
Paris: 
Yea, what he sball receive of us in duty 
Gives us more palm in beauty than we have; 
Yea, ovei-sbiues ourself, 
Par. Sweet, above thought I love thee. 
[ Exeunt. 


oT CHEM AL 


The same. Pandarus* Orchard. 
Euter PAN DAnus, and a Servant, meeting. 


Pan. How now? where's thy master? at my 
cousin Crezsida's ? 


Serv. No, sir; he stays for you to conduct him 
thither. 


Euter TROTL Hus. 


Pan. O, bere he comes. — How now, how 
now ? 
Tro. Surah, walk off. 


Pan, Have you seen my cousin? 

Tro. No, Pandarus: I 8talk about her door, 
Like a strange sou upon the Stygian banks 
Staying for waftsge. O, be thou my Charon, 
And give me swift transportance to those Belds, 
Where I may wallow in the lily beds 
Propos'd for the deserver! O gentle Pandarus, 
From Cupid's shoulder pluck his painted wings, 
And fly with me to Cressid! | 

Pan. Walk here i'the o:chard, Il bring ber 
straight. [Exit PAN DARus. 


Tro. T am gildy; exnectation whirls me round. 


[Exit Servant. 
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The imaginary relish is so sweet 

That it enchants my sense; What will it be, 
When that the watry palate tastes indeed 
Love's thrice-reputed nectar? death, I fear me; 
Swooning destruction; or some joy too line, 
Too subtle-potent, tun'd too sbarp in sweetnels, 
For the capacity of my ruder powers: 

I fear it much; and I do fear besides, 

That I shall lose distinction in my joys; 

As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The enemy flying, 


Re-enter PANDARUS, 


Pan, She's making her ready, she'll come 
straight: you must be witty now, She does $0 
blush, and fetches her wind so short, as if she 
were fray'd with a sprite: I'll fetch her. It is 
the prettiest villain: — she fetches her breath as 
a new-ta'en sparrow. [Exit Paxparvs, 


Tro. Even such a passion doth embrace my 
bosom : 

My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulse; 

And all my powers do their bestowing lose, 

Like vassalage at unawares encount'ring 


The eye of majesty, 


Enter Paxvarus, and Curss1DA. 


Pan. Come, come, what need you blush? shame's 
a baby. — Here she is now: swear the oaths now 
to her, that you have sworu to me. — What, 
are you gone again? you must be watch'd ere 
you be made tame, must you? Come your ways, 
come your ways; an you draw backward, we'll 
put you i'the fills, — Why do you not speak to 
her? — Come, draw this curtain, and let's see 
your picture. Alas the day, how Joath you are 
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to offend day-light! an 'twere dark, you'd close 
s00ner. So, so; rub on, and kils the mistrels. 
How now, a kiſs in feefarm! build there, car- 
peater; the air is sweet. Nay, you shall fight 
your hearts out, ere I part you. The faulcon as 
the tercel, for all the ducks Ythe river: go to, 
go to. | 

1:0. You have bereſt me of all words, lady. 

Pan. Words pay no debts, give her deeds: but 
She'll} bereave you of the deeds too, if sbe call 
your activity in question. What, billing again? 
here's — In witneſs whereof the parties interchange- 
ably — Come in, come in; III go get a fire. 

[F'xit PAxDARUS, 

Cre. Will you walk in, my lord ? 

1:0. O Cressida, how often have I wish'd me 
thus 

Cre. Wich'd, my lord? — The gods grant! — 
O my lord! 


Tro. What should they grant? what makes 


this pretty ahruption? What too curious dreg 
espies my sweet lady in the fountain of our love? 

Cre. More dregs than water, if my fears have 
eyes. 

Tro. Fears make devils of cherubins; they 
never see sruly. 

Cre. Blind fear, that seeing reason leads, finds 
safer footing than blind reason stumbling without 
tear: To fear the worst, oft cures the worst. 

Tro.. O, let my lady apprehend no tear: in all 
Cupid's pageant there is presented no monster. 

Cre. Nor nothing moustrous neither ? 

1ro. Nothing, but our undertakings; when we 
vow 'to weep seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame 
tygers; thinking it harder for our mistreſs to de- 
vise imposition enough, than for us to undergo 
any ditliculty imposed. This is the monstruosity 
in love, lady, — tbat the will is infinite, and the 
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execution confined; that the desire is boundleſs, 
and the act a slave to limit, | 

Cre. They say, all lovers swear more perform- 
ance than they are able, and yet reserve an abi- 
lity that they never perform; vowing more than 


the perfection of ten, and discharging leſs than 


the tenth part of one. They that have the voice 
of lions, and the act of bares, are they not mon- 
sters ? 

Tro. Are there such? such are not we; Praise 
us as we are tasted, allow us as we prove; our 
head shall go bare, till merit crown it: no perfec- 
tion in _reversion shall have a praise in present: 
We will not name desert, before his birth; and, 
being born, bis addition shall be humble. Few 
words to fair faith: Lroilus shall be such to Cres- 
sid, as what envy can say worst, shall be a mock 
for his truth; and what truth can speak truest, 
not truer thau Troilus. 


Cre. Will you walk in, my lord? 


Re-enter PAN DA nus. 


Pan. What, blushing still? have you not done 
talking yet? 


Cre. Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I de- 
dicate to you. | 

Pan. IT thank you for that; if my lord get a boy 
of you, you'll give him me: Be true to my lord: 
if he {linch, chide me for it. 

Tro. You know now your hostsges; your un- 
cle's word, and my firm faith, 

Pan, Nay, I'll give my word for ber too; our 
kindred, though they be long ere they are woo'd, 
they are constant, being won: they are burs, I 
can tell you; they'll stick where they are thrown. 

Cre. Boldneſs comes to me now, and b:ings me 

heart: — 
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Prince Troilus, IL have lov'd you night and day, 
For many weary months, 
iro. Why wss my Cressid then so hard to 
win ? 
Cre. Hard to seem won; but I was won, my 
lord, 
With tbe first glance that ever — Pardon me; — 
If I confels much, you will play the tyrant. 
love you now; but not, till now, so much 
Put I might master it: — in faith, I lie; 
ly thoughts were like unbridled children, grown 
Too headstrong for their mother: Sec, we fools! 
Why have I blabb'd? who shall be true to us, 
When we are 80 unserTret to ourselves ? 
But, though I lov'd you well, I woo'd you not; 
And yet, good faith, I wish'd myself a man; 
Or, that we women had men's privilege 
Of Speaking jirst. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue; 
For, in this rapture, Ishall surely speak 
The thing I shall repent. See, see, your silence, 
Cunning in dumbnets, from my weakneſs draws 
Mu very soul of counsel: Stop my mouth. 
4%. And shall, albeit sweet musick issues 
thance: : 
Pan. Pretty, i'faith. 
Ce. My lord, I do beseech you, pardon mez 
"Twas not my purpose, thus to beg a kils: 
I am azham'd; — O heavens! what have I 
done! — 
For this time will I take my leave, my lord. 
Tro. Your leave, sweet Cressid? 
Pan, Leave! an you take leave till to-morrow 
morning. — 
Cre. Pray you, content you. 
Jro. What offends you, lady? 
Cre. Sir, mine own company. 
Tro. You cannot shun yourself. 
Cre. Let me go and try: 
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J have a kind of self resides with you: 
But an unkind self, that itself will leave, 
To be another's fool. I would be gone: — 
Where is my wit? I know not what I speak. 
Tro. Well know they what they speak, that 
speak so wisely. | 
Cre. Perchance, my lord, I shew more craft 
than love; 
And fell so roundly to a large confession, 
To angle for your thoughts: But you are wise; 
Or elsc you love not; For to be wise, and love, 
Exceeds man's might; that dwells with gods 
above. 
Tro. O, that I thought it could be in a woman, 
(As, if it can, I will presume in you,) 
To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love; 
To keep her constancy in plight and youth, 
Out-living beauty's outward, with a mind 
That doth renew swifter than blood decays! 
Or, that persuasion could but thus convince 
me, — 
That my integrity and truth to you 
Might be affronted with the match and weight 
Of such a wiunow'd purity in love; 
How were I then uplifted! but, alas, 
Jam as true as truth's simplicity, 
And simpler tban the infancy of truth. 
Cre. In that I'll war with you. 
Iro. O virtuous ſight, 
When right wiel right wars who sball be most 
right! 
True swains in love sball, in the world to come, 
Approve their truths by Troilus: when their 
rhymes, 
Full of protest, of oath, and big compare, 
Want similes, truth tir'd with iteration, — 
As true as steel, as plantage to the moon, 
à sun to day, as turtle to her mate, 
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As iron to adamant, as earth to the center, — 
Yet, after all comparisons of truth, 
As truth's authentick author to be cited, 
As true as Troilus shall crown up the verse, 
And sanctify the numbers. 
Cre. Prophet may you be! 
If I be false, or swerve a bair from truth, 
When time is old and bath forgot itself, 
When water-drops have worn the stones of Troy, 
And blind oblivion swallow'd cities up, 
And mighty states characterleſs are grated 
To dusty nothing; yet let memory, 
From false to false, among false maids in love, 
Upbraid my falsehood! when they have said — 
as false 
As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth, 
As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf, 
Pard to the hind, or step-dame to ber son; 
Yea, let them say, to stick the beart of falshood, 
As false as Cressid. 

Pan. Go to, a bargain made: seal it, seal it; 
Vil be the witneſs. — Here I hold your hand; 
here, my cousin's. If ever you prove false one 
to another, since I bave taken such pains to bring 
you together, let all pitiful goers-between be call'd 
to the world's end aſter my name, call them al] — 
Pandars; let all constant men be I'rotluses, all false 
women Cressids, aud all brokeis-between Pandars ! 
say, amen. 

tro. Amen, 

Cre. Amen. 

Pan. Amen, Wbereupon I will shew you a 
chamber and a bed, which bed, because it shall 
not speak your pretty encounters, prels it to 
death: away. 

Aud Cupid grant all tongue-ty'd maidens here, 

Bed, chamber, Pandar to provide this geer! 

[Exeunt. 
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E IE 


The Grecian Camp. 


Enter AGamEmnon, Uryssrs, Dro nps, Nrsron, 
AJax, MENELAUSs, and CALCHAS. 


Cal. Now, princes, for the service I have done 
you, 
The advantage of the time prompts me aloud 
To call for recompence. Appear it to your mind, 
That, through the sight I bear in things, to Jove 
I bave abandow'd Troy, left my possession, 
Incurr'd a traitor's name; expos'd myself, 
rom certain aud possest conveniences, 
'Fo doubtful fortunes; sequest“ing from me all 
That time, acquaintance, custom, and condition, 
Made tame aud most familiar to my nature; 
And here, to do you sersice, am become 
As new into the world, strenge, unacquainted: 
J do beseech you, as in way of taste, 
To give me now a little benefit, 
Out of those many register'd in promise, 
Which, you say, live to come in my behalf. 
Asam. What would'st thou of us, Trojan? 
make demand. 
Cal. You have a Trojan prisoner, call'd An- 
tenor, 
Vesterday took; Troy holds him very dear. 
Oft have yon (often have you thanks thereſore) 
Desir'd my Cressid in right great excbange, 
Whom Troy bath sti!l deny'd : But this Antenor, 
I know, is such a wrest in their affairs, 
That their negotiations all must slack, 
Wanting bis manage; and they will almost 
Give us a prince of blood, a son of Priam, 
In change of him: let him be scnt, great princes, 
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And he shall buy my daughter; and her presence 
Shall zuite strike off all service I have done, 
In most accepted pain. 


Azam. Let Diomedes bear him, | 
And bring us Cressid hither; Calchas shall have 
What be requests of us, — Good Diomed, 
Furnish you fairly for this interchange: 
Withal, bring word — if Hector will to-morrow 
Be answer'd in his challenge ; Ajax is ready, 


Dio. This shall T undertake; and 'tis a burden 
W hich I am proud to bear, 


[ Exeunt Brom. and Car. 


Enter AcnILILES, and Panos, before 
ther tent. 


Ulyss. Achilles stands i'the entrance of his 

tent: — 

Please it our general to paſs strangely by him, 

As if he were forgot; — and, princes all, 

Lay negligent and loose regard upon him: — 

1 will come last: Tis like, he'll question me, 

Why such unplausive eyes are bent, why turn'd 
on him: | 

If so, T have derizion med'cinable, 

To use between your strangenels and his pride, 

Which his own will shall have desire to drink; 

It may do good: pride hath no other glaſs 

To shew itseif, but pride; ſor supple knees 

Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees. 


Agam. We'll execute your purpose, and put an 
A form of strangenels as we pals along; — 
So do each lord; and either greet him not, 
Or else disdainfully, which shall shake him more 
Than if not look'd on. I will lead the way. 


Achil, What, comes the general to speak with 
me? 
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You know my mind, I'Il fight no more 'gainst 


Troy. 
Agam. What says Achilles? would he aught 
with us? 
Nest. Would you, my lord, aught with the 
eneral 


Achil. No. | 
Nest. Nothing, my lord, | 
Agam. The better. [Exeunt ACA. and Nxsr. 


Achil. Good day, good day. 
Men. How do you? how do you? [Exit Mex. 


Achil. What, does the cuckold scorn me? 
Ajax. How now, Patroclus ? 

Achil. Good morrow, Ajax. 

Ajax, Ha? 

Achil. Good morrow. 

Ajax. Ay, and good next day too. [Exit Ajax. 


Achil. What mean these fellows? know they 
not Achilles? 
Patr. They paſs by strangely: they were us'd 
to bend, 
To send their smiles before them to Achilles; 
To come as humbly, as they us'd to creep 
To holy altars. 
Achil. What, am I poor of late? 
"Tis certain, Greatneſs, once fallen out with for- 
tune, | 
Must fall out with men too: What the declin'd 
18, 
He shall as soon read in the eyes of others, 
As feel in = own fall: for men, like butter- 
ies, 
Shew not their mealy wings, but to the summer; 
And not a man, for being simply man, 
Hath any honour; but bonour for those honours 
That are without him, as place, riches, and fayour, 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit: 


% 
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Which when they fall, as being slippery standers, 
The love that Jean'd on them as slippery too, 
Do one pluck down another, and together 
Die in the fall. But 'tis not so with me: 
Fortune and I are friends; I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did possels, 
Save these men's looks; who do, methinks, find 
out 
Something not worth in me auch rich beholdin 
As they have often given. Here is Ulysses; 
II interrupt his reading. — How now, Ulysses? 
Ulyss. Now, great Thetis' son? 
Achil. What ate you reading? 
Ulyss. A 8trange fellow here 
Writes me, That man — how dearly ever parted, 
How much in baving, or without, or in, — | 
Cannot make boast to have that which he bath, 
Nor feels not what be owes, but by reflection; 
As when lis virtues shining upon others 
Heat them, and they retort that beat again 
To the first giver, 
Achil. This is not strange, Ulysses. 
The beauty that is borne here in the face, 
The bearer knows not, but commends itself 
To otbers' eyes: nor doth the eye itself 
(That most pure spirit of sense) behold itself, 
Not going from itself; but eye to eye oppos'd 
Salutes each other with each other's form. 
For speculation turns not to itself, 
Till it hath travell'd, and is marry'd there 
Where it may 5ee itself: this is not strange at all, 
Ulyss, I do not strain at the position, 
It is familiar; but at the author's drift: 
Who, in his circumstance, expreſsly proves — 
That no man is the Jord of any thing, 
(Though in and of him there be much cons1s8ting,) 
Till he communicate his parts to others: 
Nor doth be of himself know them for aught 
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Till be behold them form'd in the applause 

Where they are extented; which, like an arch, 
reverberates 

The voice again; or like a gate of steel 

Fronting the sun, receives and renders back 

His figure and his heat, I was much rapt in this; 

And apprehended here immediately 

The unknown Ajax. ; 

Heavens, what a man 1s there! a very horse; 

That has he knows not what. Nature, what 
things there are, 

Most abject in 1&egard, and dear in use! 

What things again most dear in the esteem, 

And poor in worth! Now ü shall we see to-mor- 
TOW, 

An act that very chance doth throw upon bim, 

Ajax renown'd. O heavens, what some men do, 

While some men leave to do! 

How $ome men creep in skittish fortune's hall, 

Whiles others play the idiots in her eyes! 

How one man eats into another's pride, 

While pride is fasting-in his wantoneſs! 

To see these Grecian lords! — why, even already 

They clap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder; 

As if his ſoot were on brave Hector's breast, 

And great Troy shricking. 

Achil. I do believe it: for they paſs'd by me, 
As misers do by beggars; neither gave to me 
Good word, nor yok: VV hat, are my deeds 

forgot ? 

Ulyss. Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his 

back, 

Wherein he puts alms for oblivion, 

A great-siz'd monster of ingratitudes : 

Those scraps are good deeds past; which are de- 
vour'd 

As fast as they are made, forgot as scon 

As done; Perssverance, dear my lord, 


Keeps 
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Keeps honour bright: To have done, is to hang 

(vice out of fashion, like a rusty mail 

Ia monumenta] mockery. Take the instant way; 

For honour travels in a strait 80 narrow, 

Where one but goes abreast: keep then the path; 

For emulztion hath a thousand sons, 

That one by one pureue; If you give way, 

Or hedge eside from the direct forthright, 

Like tv #1 enter'd tide, they all rush by, 

And leave you hindmost; — 

Or, like a gallant horse fallen in ſirst rank, 

Lie here for pavement to the abject rear, 

O'er-run and trampled on: Then what they do in 

= nes8!:t, 

Though leſs than yours in past, must o'er-top 
Y Outs : 

For time is like a fachionable host, 

That $ligh:ly Shakes his parting guest by the 
hand ; 

And witb his arms outsstretch'd, as he would fly, 

Grasps-in the comer: Welcome ever smiles, 

And farewel goes out sighing. O, let not virtue 


seek 
Remuneration for the thing it was; for beauty, 
wit, | 


High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service, 
Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all 

To envious and calumuiating time. 

One touch of nature makes the whole world 


kin, — 

That al}, with -one concent, praise new - born 
awtl; 

Though they are made and moulded of things 
past; 


And give to dust, that is a little gilt, 

\iore laud than gilt o'er-dusted, | 
The present eye praises the present object: 
Then marvel not, thou great and complete man, 
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That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax; 

Since things in motion sooner catch the eye, 

Than what not stirs. The cry went once on thee, 

And still it might, and yet it may again, 

If thou would'st not eatomb thyself alive, 

And case thy reputation in thy tent; 

Whose glorious deeds, but in these fields of late, 

Made emulous missions mongst the gods them- 
selves, 

And drave great Mars to faction. 


Achil. Of this my privacy 
T have strong reasons. 


UUlyss. But 'gainst your privacy 
The reasons are more potent and heroical : 
"Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love 
With one of Priam's/ daughter's, 


Achil. Ha! known? 


(Ulyss. Is that a wonder? 
The providence that's in a watchful state, 
Knows almost every grain of Plutus' gold; 
Finds bottom in the uncomprehensive deeps; 
Keeps place with thought, aud almost, like the 

ods, 

Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles. 
There is a mystery (with whom relation 
Durst never meddle) in the soul of state; 
Which bath au operation more divine, 
Than breath, or pen, can give expressure to: 
All the commerce that you have had with Troy, 
As perfectly is ours, as yours, my lord; 
And better would it fit Achilles much, 
To throw down Hector, than Polyxena: 
But it must grieve young Pyrrhus now at home, 
When fame shall in our islands sound her trump; 
And all the Greekish girls shall tripping sing, — 
Great Hector's sister did Achilles win 
But our great Ajax bravely beat down him. 
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Farewell, my lord: I as your lover speak; 

The fool slides o'er the ice tbat you Louis break. 
[Exit, 

Patr. To this effect, Achilles, have I moy'd 

ou: 

A woman impudent and mannish grown 

Is not more loath'd, than an effeminate man 

In time of action. I Stand condemn'd for this; 

They think, my little stomach to the war, 

And your great love to me, restrains you thus: 

Sweet, rouse yourself; and the weak wanton 

Cupid 
Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold, 


And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane, 
Be shook to air. 


Achil. Shall Ajax fight with Hector? 


Patr. Ay; and, perhaps, receive much honour 
im, 


Achil. IT see, my reputation is 9 stake; 
My fame is shrewdly gor'd. 


Patr. O, then beware; 
Those wounds heal ill, that men do give them- 
selves: 
Omission to do what is necessa 
Seals a commission to a blank of danger; 
And danger, like an ague, subtly taints 
Even then when we sit idly in the sun. 


Achil. Go call Thersites hither, sweet Patroclus : 
III send the fool to Ajax, and desire him 
To invite the Trojan lords after the combat, 
To see us here unarm'd: I have a woman's 
longing, 
An appetite that I am sick withal, 
To see great Hector in bis weeds of peace; 
To talk with him, and to behold his visage, 
Even to my full of view. A labour say'd! 
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Enter Tarnsitts, 


Ther. A wonder! 

Achil. What? | 

Ther. Ajax goes up and down the held, acking 
for himself. 

Achil. How 802 | | 

Ther. He must fight singly to-morrow with 
Hector; and is so prophetically proud of an he- 
roical ciidpgelling, that be raves in Saying nothing. 

Achil. How can that be? | 

Ther. Why, he stalks up and down Ike a 

eacock, a stride, and a stand: rumivates, like an 
hostels, that hath no atithmetick but ber brain to 
set down her feckoving: bites his lip wich a po- 
litick regard, as who should say — there were 
wit in this head, an "twould ont; and so there 
is; but it lies as coldly in him as tre. in a flint, 
which wilt not shew wi:bout knocking, The 
man's updone for ever; for it Hector break not 
his neck Vibe combat, hel bieak it bimself in 
vain- glory. We knows nut me: I said, Good- 
morrow, Ajax; aud hee lies, Thanks, Agament 
non, Wat think you ef this man, that takes me 
for the general? tle's grown, a very land-kisb, lan- 
guapelels, a monster. A plague of opinion! a man 
may wear it on both sides, like a leather jerkin, 

Achii, Thou must be my embassador to him, 
Thersi:cs, 

Ther. Who, 1? why, he'll answer no body; 
he professes not answering; speaking is for beg- 
gars; he wears his tongue in his arms. I will 
put on bis presence; let Patroclus make demands 
to me, you shall see the pageaut of Ajax. 

Achil. To him, Patroclus: Tell him, — I hum- 
bly desite the valiant Ajax, to invite the most 
valorous Hector to come unarm'd to my tent; and 
to procure safe conduct for his person, of the 
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magnanimous, and most illustrious, six-or-seven- 
times-bonour'd captain— general of the Grecian 
army, Agamemnon, Do this. 

Patr. Jove blels great Ajax! 

Jer. laumph! 


Fatr. T come from the worthy Achilles, — 
Ther. Ha! 


Patr, Who most humbly desires you, to invite 
Hector to his tent; 

Ther. Humph!. 

Patr. And to procure safe conduct from Aga» 
memion. : 

Ther. Agamemnon ? 

Patr. Ay, my lord. 

Ther. Ha! 

Pair. What say you to't ? 

Ther. God he wr you, with all my Sd 

Patr. Your answer, sir. 

Ther. If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleyen 
o'clock it will go one way or other; howsoever, 
be shall pay ſor me ere he has me. 

Parr. Your answer, sir. 

'Fher. Fare you well, with all my heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he? 

Ther. No, but He's ont o'tune thus. What 
musick will be in him when Iector has knock'd 
out his brains, I know not; But, I am sure, 
none; unlels the fiddler Apollo get his sinews to 
make catlings on. 

Achil. Come, thou sbalt bear a letter to him 
$tra! aht. 

Cher. Let me bear another to his horse; for 
that's the more capable creature, 

Achil. My mind is troubled, like a fountain 

stirr'd; 
And T myself see not the bottom of it. 
| Exeunt Aeutrrrs, and PATROCLUS, 
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| Ther, Would the fountain of your mind were 
| clear again, that I might water an aſs at it! I had 
rather be a tick in a sheep, than such a valiant 
Ignorance. (Exit, 


40 T IV. SCENT I. 


Troy. A Street. 


Enter, at one side, Ar N EAS, and Servant, with a torch; 
at the other, PAnis, DEeiynoBUus, ANTENOR, Dioux- 
DES, and Others, with torches. 


Par. See, ho! who is that there ? 

Dei. It is the lord Aeneas. 

Aene. Is the prince there in person? — 

Had I so good occasion to lie long, 

As you, POLE nothing but beavenly busi- 
nels 

Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 

Dio, That's my mind too. — Good morrow, 

lord Aeneas. 

Par. A valiant Greek, Aeneas; take his hand: 
Witneſs the proceſs of your speech, wherein 
You told — how Diomed, a whole week by days 
Did haunt you in the field. 

Aene. Health to you, valiant sir, 

During all question of the gentle truce: 

Ws But when JI meet you 1 as black defiance, 
.% As heart can think, or courage execute. 

| Dio. The one and other Diomed embraces, 


Our bloods are now in calm; and, so long, 
health: 
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But when contention and occasion meet, 
By Jove, VI! play the hunter for thy life, 
With all my force, pursuit, and policy. 
Aene, And thou shalt hunt a lion, that will fly 
With his face Ie — In humane geutle- 
nefs, 
Welcome to Troy! now, by Anchises' life, 
Welcome, indeed! By Veuus' band I swear, 
No man alive can love, in such a sort, 
The thing be mean» to kill, more excellently. 
Dio. We sympathize: — Jo ve, let Aeneas live, 
If to my $sword his fate be not the glory, 
A thousand complete courses of the sun! 
But, in mine emulous honour, let him die, 
With every joint a wound; and that to-morrow! 
Heue. We know each other well, 
Dio. We do; and long to know each other 
Worse. 
Par, This is the most despightful gentle 
reetin 
The noblest hateful — that e'er I heard of. — 
What businels, lord, so early? 
Aene. I was sent for to the king; but why, I 
know not. 
Par, His purpose meets you; 'Twas to bring 
this Greek 
To Calchas' house; and there to render him, 
For the enfree'd Antenor, the fair Cresstd ; 
Let's have your company; or, if you please, 
Haste there before us: I constantly do think, 
(Or, rather, call my thought a certain knows 
leds, 
My brother Troilus lodges there to-night; 
Rouse bim, and give him note of our "approach, 
noe ith the whole quality wherefore; I fear, 
Ve sball be much unwelcome. 
Dn That I as$ure you; 
Tioilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece, 
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Than Cressid borne from Troy, 


Par. There is no heip; 
The bitter disposition of the time 
Will have it so On, loul; we'll follow you, 


Aene. Good morivw, ail. Exit. 
Par. And tell me, noble Diomed; faith, tell 
me trie, 


Even in the soul of sound good-fellowsbip, — 


Who, in your thoughts, merits fair Helen best, 
Myself, or Menelaus? 


Dio. Both alike: 

He merits well to have her, that doth seek her 

(Not making any scruple of her s8oilure) 

With such a he'l of pain, and wor'd of charge; 

And you as well to keep her, that defend her 

(Not palating the taste of her dizhonour) 

With such a costly lols of wealth and friends; 

He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up 

The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece; 

You, like a lecher, out of whorisk loins 

Are pleas'd to breed ont your inheritors : 

Both merits pois'd, each weighs nor Jeſs nor 
more; 2 

But he as he, the beavier for a whore, 


Par, You are too bitter to your country» 
woman, 

Dio, She's bitter to her country: Hear me, 
Paris, — 

For every false drop in her bawdy veins 

A Grecian's Ife hath sunk; for every scruple 

Of her contaminated carrion weight, 

A Trojan hath been slain: since she could speak, 

She hath not given so many good words breath, 

As for her Greeks and Trojaus suffer'd death. 

Par. Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen do, 
Dispraise the thing that you desire to buy: 
But we in silence hold this virtue well, — 
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We'll not commend what we intend to sell. 
Here lies our way. LExcunt. 
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The same. Court beſore the house of Pandarus, 


Enter TRoiLus, and CatsSIDA. 


222 —-; 
1 


Tro. Dear, trouble not yourself; the morn is 


cold. 4! 
Cre. Then, sweet my lord, Þ'll call mine uncle A5 
down ; 


He shall unbolt the gates, 

Tro. Trouble him not; 

To bed, to bed: Sleep kill those pretty eyes, 
And give as soft attachment to thy senses, 
As infants' empty of all thought! 

Cre. Good morrow then. 

Tro. I pr'ythee now, to bed. 

Cre. Are you aweary of me? 

Tro. O Cressida! but that the busy day, 
Wak'd by the lark, bath ronz'd the ribald crows, 
And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer, 
I would not from thee. 

Cre. Night hath been too brief. 

Tro. Beshrew the witch! with venomous 

wights she stays, 
As tediqusly as hell; but flies the grasps of love, 
Wich wings more momentary-swift than thought, 
You will. catch cold, and curse me. 
Cre. Priythee, tarry; — you men will never 
tarry. n 
O foolish Cressida! — IT might have still held off, 
And then you would have tarry'd. Hark! there's 
one up. | 
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Pan, [uwithin.) What, are all the doors open 
here? 
Tro. It is your uncle. 


Enter Pax DAnus. 
Cre. A pestilence on him! now will he be 
mocking : | 
T shall have such a life, — 

Fan. How now, how now? how go maiden- 
heads? — Here, you maid! where's my cousin 
Cressid? | 

Cre. Go hang yourself, you naughty mocking 

uncle! 
Yon bring me to do, and then you flout me too. 

Pan. To do what? to do what? — let her say 
what: what have I brought you to do? 

Cre. Come, come; besbrew your heart! you'll 

ne'er be good, 
Nor suffer others. | 

Pan. Ha, ba! Alas, poor wretch! a poor capoc- 
chia! — host not slept to-night? would he not, 
a naughty man, let it sleep? a bugbear take bim! 

[Knocking, 


Cre. Did not I tell you? — would he were 
knock'd o' the head! — 
Who's that at door? good uncle, go and see. — 
My lord, come you again into my chamber: 
You smile, and mock me, as if I meant naughtily. 
Tro. Ha, ha! 
Cre. Come, yon are deceiv'd, I think of no 
such thing. — [ Knocking. 


How earnestly they knock! — pray you, come 
in; 
I would not for half Troy have you seen here. 
[Exeunt Tno. and Cnx. 
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Pan. [going to the door.) Who's there? what's 


the matter? will you beat down the door? How 
now ? what's the matter? 


Enter AEN RAS. 


Aene. Good morrow, lord, good morrow. 
Pan. Who's there? my lord Aeneas? By my 
troth, I knew you not? What news with you $0 
early? 
Aene. Is not prince Troilus here? 
Pan. Here! what should he do here? 
Aene. Come, he is here, my lord, do not deny 
him; | 
It doth import him much, to speak with me. 
Pan. Is he here, say you? 'tis more than I 
know, I'll be sworn: — For my own part, LI 
came in late: — What $should he do here? 
Aene. Who! — nay, then: — 
Come, come, you'll do him wrong ere you are 
ware: 
You'll be so true to him, to be false to him: 
Do not you know of him, but yet go fetch him 
lither; 
Go, 


As PAN DAnus is going out, enter Tnorrus. 


Tro. How now? what's the matter? 
Aene. My lord, I scarce have leisure to salute 
ou, 
My matter 40 rash: There is at hand 
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus, 
The Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor 
Deliver'd to us; and for him forth with, 
Kre the first sscrifice, within this bour, 
We must give up to Diomedes' hand 
The lady a 


Tro. Is it so concluded? 
Aene. By Priam, and the general state of Troy: 
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They are at band, and ready to effect it. 
Tro. How my mtchioreuents work mol— 
I will go meet them: and, my lord Aeneas, 
We met by chance; vou did not find me here, 
Aene. Good, good, my lord; the secrets of 
narunr's 
Have not more gift in taciturnity. 
[Exeunt Tromn.us, and AENEAS. 
Pan. Is't possible? no 890ner got, but lost? 
The devil take Antenor! the voung prince will go 
mad. A plague upon Antenor! I would, they had 
brake's neck! 


Enter CRESS IDA. 


Cre. How now ? What is the matter? Who 

was here? 

Pan. Ah, ab! 

Cre. Why 5igh you 80 profoundly ? where's 

my lord? | 
Gone? Tell me, sweet uncle, what's the matter? 

Pan. Would [were as deep under the earth, 
as | am above! 

Cre. O the gods! — what's the matter? 

Pan, P:*ythee, get thee in; Would thou bad'st 
ne'er been born! I kuew, thou wauld'st be his 
death: — O poor gentleman: — A plague upon 
Antenor ! 

Cre. Good uncle, T beseech you on my knees, 
TI b-:eech you, what's the matter? 

Pan Thou must be gone, wench, thou must 
be gone; thou art changed for Antenor: thou 
must to thy father, au! be gone from Troilus; 
'twill be his death; 'twill be his bane; he cannot 
bear it. 

Cre. O you immortal gods! — I will not go. 

Pan. Thou must. 

Cre. I wil! nor, uncle: I have forgot my 

father; 
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I know no touch of consanguinity; 

No kin, no love, no blood. no soul so near me, 

As the sweet Troijus. — © you gods divine! 

Make Cressid's name the very crown of fa!shood, 

If ever sbe leave Troilus! Time, force, and death, 

Do to this body what extremes you can; 

But the strong base and building of my love 

Is as the very center of the earth, 

Drawing all things to it —Pl! go in, and weep ; — 
Pan. Do, do. 


Cre. Tear my bright hair, and scratch my prai- 
sed cheeks; 


Crack my clear voice with sobs, and break my 
beart 


With sounding Troilus. I will not go from Troy. 
[ Exeunt, 


rn 


The same. Before Pandarus“ House. 


Enter PARIS, TROILUS, AN EAS. DETIVYHonus, ANTENOR, 
and DiontDes. 


Par. It i3 great morning; and the hour prefix'd 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek | 
Comes fast upon; — Good my brother Troilus, 
Tell you the lady what she is to do, 
And haste her to the purpose. 

Tro. Walk in to her house; 
Ii bring her to the Grecian presently: 
And to his hand when I deliver her, 
Think it an altar; and thy brother Troilus 
A priest, there offering to it his own heaft. 

| Exit Tromus. 


2 


o S 
* 
1 o 
* 
1 + 
: 
*. 4 
[] 
1 
: 
: 
b : 
j 
: 
LI 
* 
j in 
k 
"43 
fl ' 
: 
* 
4, l 
: 
fy, : 
0 


be 
' 
| 


— 


n : — 
E 11 — Aras. — 
r - = 2 _ a he - — — 


84 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 


Par, I know what tis to love; 
And *would, as I sball pity, I could help! — 
Please you, walk in, my lords. [Ea eunt. 


SCENE IV. 


The same. A Room in Pandarus' House. 


Enter PAnDARUs, and CRESSIDA. 


Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 

Cre. Why tell you me of moderation ? 
The grief is fine, full, perfect, that J taste, 
And violenteth in a sense as strong 
As that W it: How can I moderate 

it £ 
If I could temporize with my affection, 
Or brew it to a weak and colder palate, 
The like allayment could I give my grief: 
My love admits no qualifying drols; 
No more my grief, in such a precious loſs. 


Enter TROT LVs. 


Pan. Here, here, here he comes, — Ah sweet 
ducks! 
Cre. O Troilus! Troilus! [embracing him, 


Pan. What a pair of spectacles is here! Let 
me embrace too: O heart, — as the goodly saying 
is, — 

— —— 0 heart, o heavy heart, 
Why sigh'st thou without breaking? 
where he answers again, 
Because thou canst not ease thy smart, 
By friendship, nor by speaking. 
There never was a truer ihyme. Let us cast 
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away nothing, for we may live to have need of 


such a verse; we see it, we see it. — How now, 
lambs ? 


Tro. Cressid, I love thee in so strain'd a pu- 
rity, 
That the blest gods — as angry with my fancy, 
Note bright in zeal than the devotion which 


Cold lips blow to their deities, — take thee from 
| me. 


Cre. Have the gods envy ? 
Pan. Ay, ay, ay, ay; 'tis too plain a case. 


Cre. Abd is it true, that I must go from Troy? 
Tro. A hateful truth. 


Cre What, and from Troilus too? 

Tro. From Troy, and Troilus. 

Cre. Is it possible? 

Tro. And suddenly; where injury of chance 


Puts back leave-taking, justles rougbly by 

All time of pause, rudely beguiles our lips 

Of all rejoindure, forcibly prevents 

Our lock'd embrasures, strangles our dear vows 
Fven in the birth of our own labouring breath: 
We two, that with so many thousand sighs 
Did buy each other, must poorly sell ourselves 
With the rude brevity and discharge of one. 
Injurious time now, with a robber's baste, 
Crams his rich thievery up, he knows not how: 
As many farewels as be stars in heaven, 

With distinct breath and consign'd kisses to them, 
He fumbles up into a loose adieu; | 
And scants us with a single famish'd kiſs, 
Distasted with the salt of broken tears. 


Aene. [within.) My lord! is the lady ready? 
Tro. Hark! you are call'd: Some say, the Ge- 
nius 80 
Cries, Come! to him that instantly must die. — 
Bid them have patience; she shall come anon. 
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Pan, Where are my tears; rain, to lay this 
wind, or my heart will be blown up by the root. 
[ Exit PAN DAnus. 
Cre. T must then to the Grecians ? 
Tro. No remedy. 
Cre. A woeful Cressid *mongst the merry 
Greeks! — 
When shall we $ee again? 
Tro. Hear me, my love: Be thou but true of 
beart, — 
Cre. T true! how now ? what wicked deem is 
this? 
Tro. Nay, we must use expostulation kindly, 
For it is partivg from us: — 
I speak not, be thou true, as fearing thee; 
For I will throw my glove to death himself, 
That there's no maculation in thy heart: 
But, be thou true, say I, to fashion in 
My sequent protestation; be thou true, 
And I will see thee. 
Cre. O, you shall be expos'd, my lord, to 
dangers 
As infinite as imminent! but, I'll be true. 
Tro. And Pl grow friend with danger. Wear 
this sleeve. _ 
Cre. And you this glove, When shall I see 
you 
Tro. J will corrupt the Grecian sentinels, 
To give thee nightly visitation. 
But yet, be true. 
Cre. Q heavens! — be true, again ? 
Tro. Hear why I speak it, love; 
The Grecian youths are full of quality; 
They're loving, well compos'd, with gifts of na- 
ture flowing, | 
And swelling o'er with arts and exercise; 
How novelty may move, and parts with person, 
Alas, a kind of godly jealousy 
(Which, 
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(Which, I beseech you, call a virtuous sin) 
Makes me afteard, 


Cre. O heavens! you love me not. 


Tro.' Die I a villain then! 
Tn this L do noc call your faith in question, 
So mainly as my merit: I cannot sing, 
Nor heel the high lavolt, nor sweeten talk, 
Nor play at subtle games; fair virtues all, 
To which the Grecians are most prompt and preg- 
nant: 
But TI can tell, that in each grace of these 
There lurks a still and dumb-discoursive devil, 
That tempts most cunningly: but be not tempted. 
Cre. Do you think, I will? 
Tro. No. 
But something may be done, that we will not: 
And sometimes we are devils to ourselves, 


When we will tempt the frailty of our powers, 
Presuming on their changeful potency, 


Aene. [within.] Nay, good my lord, — 
Tro. Come, kils; and let us part. 
Par, ſwithin.] Brother Troilus! 


Tro. Good brother, come you hither ; . 
And bring Aeneas, and the Grecian, with you. 


Cre. My lord, will you be true? 


Tro. Who I? alas, it is my vice, my fault: 

While others ſish with craft for great opinion, 

] with great truth catch mere simplicity ; 

Whilst some with cunning gild their copper 
crowns, | 

With truth and plainneſs I do wear mine bare, 

Fear not my truth; the moral of my wit 

Is — plain, and true, — there's all the reach 
of it. | 
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Enter Aznzas, Panis, AnTExOR, nnen 
and Dromevpres. 


Welcome, sir Diomed! here 1s the lady, 
Which for Antenor we deliver you: 

At the port, lord, I'll give her to thy hand ; 
And, by the way, posseſs thee what she is. 
Entreat ber fair; and, by my soul, fair Greek, 
Tf e'er thou stand at mercy of my sword, 
Name Cressid, and thy life shall be as zafe 
As Priam is in Ilion. 


Dio. Fair lady Cressid, 
So please you, save the thanks this prince ex- 
pects : 
The lustre in your eye, beaven in your cheek, 
leads your fair usage; aud to Diomed 
You shall 25 mistrels, and command him whol- 
| * 
Tro. Grecian, thou dost not use me cour- 
teously, 
To shame the vcal of my petition to thee, 
In praising her: 1 tell thee, lord of Greece 
She is as far high-soaring o'er thy praises, 
As thou unworthy to be call'd her servant. 
I charge thee, use her well, even for my 
charge ; 
For, 0 the dreadfal Pluto, if thou dost not, 
Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard, 
PII 2 thy ee 


Dio. O, be not mov'd, prince Troilus : 
Let me privileg'd by my place, and message, 
To be a speaker free; when I am hence, 
I'll auswer to my lust: And know you, lord, 
I'll nothing do on charge: To her own wortb 
She shall be priz'd; but that you say —- bet 

SO, 

TI speak it in my spirit and honour, — no. 
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Tro. Come, to the port. — PII tell thee, Dio- 
med, 
This brave 2 oft make thee to hide thy 
ead. | 
Lady, give me your hand; and, as we walk, 
To our own selves bend we our needful talk. 


[Exeunt Tno. Cres, and Dio. Trumpet 
heard. 


Par. Hark! Hector's trumpet. 

' Aene. How have we spent this morning! 
The prince must think me tardy and remils, 
That swore to ride before him to the field, 

Par, Tis Troilus' fault: Come, come, to field 

with him, 

Dei. Let us make ready straigbt. 

Aene. Yea, with a bridegroom's fresh alacrity, 
Let us addreſs to tend on Hector's heels: 
The glory of our Troy doth this day lie 
On his fair worth, and single chivalry. [Exeunt. 


SCENE V. 


The Grecian Camp. Lists set out. 


Enter AjAx arm'd; AAMENMHN ON, ACHILLES, PATROCLUS, 
MENELAUus, UIXSs Es, NESsTORn, and Others, 


Agam. Here art thou in appointment fresh 
and fair, 
Anticipating time with starting courage. 
Give with thy trumpet a loud note to Troy, 
Thou dreadful Ajax; that the appalled air 
May pierce the head of the great combatant, 
And bale him hither. 
Ajax, Thou, trumpet, there's my purse. 
Now crack thy lungs, and split thy brazen 
pips: 
C 2 
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Blow, villain, till thy sphered bias cheek 
Out-swell the cholick of puff'd Aquilon: 
Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes spout 
blood; 
Thou blow'st for Hector. [ Trumpet $sounds. 
Ulyss. No trumpet answers. 
Achil. Tis but early days. 8 
Agam. Is not yon Diomed, with Calchas' 
daughter? 
Ulyss. Tis be, I ken the manner of his gait; 
He rises on the toe: that spirit of his 
In aspiration lifts him from the earth. 


Enter Drouzp, with CnESSIDA. 


Agam. Is this the lady Cressid ? 
Dio. Even she. 
Agam. Most dearly welcome to the Greeks, 
sweet lady. 
Nest. Our general doth salute you with a 
kils. 
Ulyss. Yet is the kindneſs but particular; 
Twere better, sbe were kifs'd in general. 
Nest. And very courtly counsel: I'Il begin.— 
So much for Nestor. | 
Aclal. I'll take that winter from your lips, 
fair lady: 
Achilles bids you welcome. 
Men. I had good argument for kissing once, 
Patr. But that's no argument for kissing now: 
For thus popp'd Paris in his hardiment; 
And parted thus you and your argument. 
Ulyss. O deadly gall, and theme of all our 
scorns! 2 
For which we lose our heads, to gild his horns. 
Patr. The first was Menelaus' kils; — this, 
mine: 
Patroclus kisses you. 


Js 
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Men. O, this is trim! 

Patr, Paris, and I, kiſs evermore for him. 

Men. TII have my kils, sir: — Lady, by your 
leave, 

Cre. In kissing, do you render, or receive? 

Patr, Both take and give, 

Cre. I] make my match to live, 


The kiſs you take is better than you give; 


Therefore no kils. 
Men, III give you boot, III give you three 
for one. 
Cre. You're an odd man; give even, or give 
none, 


Men, An odd man, lady? every mau is odd. 
Cre. No, Paris is not; for, you know, 's 
true, 


That you are odd, and he is even with you. 


1 

= 
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Men. You fillip me o' the head. 

Cre. No, I'll be sworn. 

Ulyss, It were no match, your nail against 
his horn. — 


May I, sweet lady, beg a kiſs of you? 


Cre. You may. 

Ulyss. J do desire it, 

Cre, Why, beg then. | 

Ulyss. Why then, for Venus' sake, give me a 
kils, 


When Helen is a maid again, and his. 


Cre, J am your debtor, claim it when tis 
due. 

Ulyss. Never's my day, and then a kiſs of 
ou. 

Dio. Lady, a word; — Il bring you to your 

father. [Diomep leads out CRESSIUA. 


Nest. A woman of quick sense. 


Ulyss. Fie, fie upon her! 
here's language in ber eye, ber cheek, her lip, 
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Nay, her foot speaks; her wanton spirits look 
out 

At every joint and motive of her body, 

O, these encounterers, so glib* of tongue, 

That give a coasting welcome ere it comes, 

And wide unclasp the tables of their thoughts 

To every ticklish reader! set them down 

For sluttish spoils of opportunity, 

And daughters of the game. | Trumpet within, 


All. The Trojans' trumpet! 
Agam. Yonder comes the troop. 


Enter Hector arm'd, Ar N TAS, Trnorius, and 
other Trojans, with Attendants. 


Acne, Hail, all the state of Greece! what shall 
be done to him | 

That victory commands? Or do you purpose, 
A victor shall be known? will you, the knights 
Shall to the edge of all extremity 
Pursue esch other; or sball they be divided 
By any voice or order of the ſield? 
Hector bade ask. 

Azam, Which way would Hector have it? 
Acne, He cares not, he'll obey conditions. 
Achil. Tis done like Hector; but securely 

done, 

A little proudly, and great deal misprizing 
The knight oppos'd. 

Aene, If not Achilles, sir, 
What is vour name? 

Achil. If not Achilles, nothing. 

Aene. er Achilles: But, whate'er, know 

is — 


In tbe extremity of great and little. 

Valour and pride excel themselves in Hector; 
The one almost as infinite as all, 

The other blank as nothing. Weigh him well, 
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And that, which looks like pride, is courtesy. 
This Ajax is half made of Hector's blood: 

In love whereof, half Hector stays at home; 
Half heart, half hand, half Hector comes to 


95 


seek g 
This blended knight, half Trojan, and half 
Greek, 
Achil. A maiden battle then? — O, I perceive 
you. 


Re-enter Dro ur p. 


Agam, Here is sir Diomed: — Go, gentle 
knight, 
Stand by our Ajax: as you and lord Aencas 
Concent upon the order of their fight, 
So be it; cither to the uttermost, 
Or else a breath: the combatants being kin, 
Half stints their strife beſo:e their strokes begin. 
[Azax and Hrcron enter the lists. 
Ulyss. They are oppos'd already, 
Agam, What Trojan is that same that looks 
so heavy? 
Ulyss, The youngest son of Priam, a true 
| knight; 
Not yet mature, yet matchleſs; firm of word; 
Speaking in deeds, and deedlels in his tongue; 
Not soon provok'd, nor, being provok'd, soon 
calm'd: 
His beart and haud both open, and both free: 
For what be bas, he gives, what thinks, he 
| shewsz 
Yet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty, 
Nor dignifies an impair thought with breath: 
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous; | 
For Hector, in his blaze of wrath, subsribes 
To tender objects; but he, in heat of action, 
Is more vindicative than jealous love: 
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They call him Troilus; and on him erect 

A second hope, as fairly built as Hector, 

That says Aeneas; one that knows the youth 

Even to his inches, and, with private soul, 

Did in great Ilion thus translate him to me. 
(Alarum, HTR and AlAx ſig lit. 


Agam. They are in action. 

Nest. Now, Ajax, hold thine own! 

Tro. Hector, thou sleep'st, awake thee! 

Agam, His blows are well dispos'd: — there, 
Ajax! 

Dio. You must no more, [ Trumpets cease. 


e 


Aene. Princes, enough, so please you. 
Ajax. I am not warm yet, let us fight again. 
Dio. As Hector pleases. 
Hect. Why then, will I no more: — 
Thou art, gieat lord, my father's sister's son, 
A cousin-german to great Priamn's seed; 
The obligation of our blood forbids 
A gory emulation *wixt us twain: 
Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan so, 
That thou could'st say — This hand is Grecian 
2k all, 
And this is Trojans the sinews of this leg 
All Greek, and this ail roy; my mother's blood 
Runs on the dexter hee, and this sinister 
Bounds-in my father's; by Jove multipotent, 
Thou sbould'st not bear from me a Greekish 
member 
Wherein my sword had not impressure made 
Of our rank feud: But the just gods gainsay, 
That any drop thou borrow'st from thy mother, 
My sacred aunt, sbould by my mortal sword 
Be drain'd! Let me embrace thee, Ajax: 
By him that thunders, thou hast lusty arms; 
Hector would have them fall upon him thus: 
Cousin, all honour to thee! 


Gao 
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Ajax. I thank thee, Hector: 
Thou art too gentle, and too free a man: 
I came to kill thee, cousin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy death. 
Hect. Not Neoptolemus so mirable | 
(On whose bright crest Fame with her loud's 
O yes 
Cries, This is he,) could promise to himself 
A thought of added honour torn from Hector. 
Aene. There is expectance here from both the 
sides, 
What further you will do. 
Hect, We'll answer it; 
The issue is embracement: — Ajax, farewel. 
Ajax. If T might in entreaties find succels, 
(As seld I have the chance,) I would desire 
My famous cousin to our Grecian tents. 
Dio. Tis Agamemnon's wish: and great 
| Achilles | | 
Doth long to see unarm'd the valiant Hector. 
Hect. Aeneas, call my brother Troilus to me: 
And signify this loving interview 
To the expecters of our Trojan part; 
Desire them home. — Give me thy hand, my 
cousin; 
I will go eat with thee, and see your knights. 
Ajax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us 
here. 
Hect. The worthiest of them tell me name by 
name; 
But for Achilles, my own searching eyes 
Shall find him by his large and portly size. 
Agam. Worthy of arms! as welcome as to 
one 
That would be rid of such an enemy; 
But that's no welcome: Understand more clear, 
What's past, and what's to come, is strew'd with 
husks 
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And formleſs ruin of oblivion; 1 

But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 
Strain'd purely from all hollow bias-drawing, 
Bids thee, with most divine integrity, 

From heart of very heart, great Hector, wel- 


come. 
Hect. I thank thee, most imperious Agamem- 
non. 
Agam. My well -fam'd lord of Troy, no leſs 
4 to you, [ro Trorrvs, 
Men. Let me confirm my. princely brother's 
greeting: — 


You brace of warlike brethers, welcome bither, 
Hect. Whom must we answer? 
Men. The noble Menelaus. 


Tect. O, you, my lord? by Mars his gauntlet, 
thanks! 
Mock not that I affect, the untraded oath; 
Your quondam wife swears still by Venus' glove: 
She's well, but bade me not commend her to 
you. 
Men. Name her not now, sir; she's a deadly 
theme. 
Hect. O, pardon; I offend. 


Nest. I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee 
oft, 

Lahouring for destiny, make cruel way 

Through ranks of Greekish youth; and I have 

| seen thee, 

As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed, 

Despisiog many forfeits and subduements, 

When thou hast hung thy advanced sword i'the 
air, 

Not letting it decline on the declin'd; 

That I have said to some my standers-by, 

Lo, Jupiter is vonder, dealing life , 

Aud I bave seen thee pause, and take thy breath, 
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Like an n wrestling: This have I seen; 
But this thy countenaunce, still lock'd in steel, 
IL never saw till now. I knew thy erandsire, 
And once fought with him; he was a soldier 
good; 
But, by great Mars, the captain of us all, 
Never like thee: Let au old man embrace thee; 
And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents, 
Aene, Tis the old Nestor. 
lect, Let me embrace thee, good old chro- 
nicle, 
That hast 80 long walk'd band in hand with 
time; — 
Most reverend Nestor, I am glad to clasp thee. 
Nest. I would, my arms could match thee in 
| contention, 
As they contend with thee in courtesy. 
Hect, J would, they could. 
Nest. IIa! by this white beard, I'd fight with 
thee to-morrow. 
Well, welcome, welcome! I have seen the 
; time — 
Ulyss. I wonder now bow yonder city stands, 
When we bave here her base and pillar by us. 
H-ct. I know your favour, lord Ulysses, well. 
Ah, sir, there's many a Greek and Trojan dead, 
Sincefirst IL saw yourself and Diomed 
In lion, on your Greekish embassy. 
Haren Sir, I foretold you then what would 
- _ensut: 
My 3 is but half his journey yet; 
For yonder walls, that pertly frout your town, 
Yon towers, Whose wanton tops do buls the 
clouds, 
Must kiſs their own feet. 
Hect. L must not beiicve you: 
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There they stand yet; and modestly T think, 
The fall of every Phrygian stone will cost 
A drop of Grecian blood; Tlie end crowns all; 
And that old common arbitrator, time, 
Will one day end it. : 
Ulyss. So to him we leave it. 
Most gentle, and most valiant Hector, welcome: 
After the general, I besecch you next 
To feast with me, and see me at my tent. 
Achil. I shall foreatall thec, lord Ulysses, 
thou! — 
Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee; 
J have with exact view perus'd thee, Hector, 
And quoted joint by joint. 
Hl-ct. Is this Achilles? 
Achil. I am Achilles. 
Hect. Stand fair, I pray thee: let me look on 
thee. 
Achil. Bebold thy fill. 
Hect. Nay, I have done already. 
Achil. Thou art too brief; I will the second 
time, 
As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb. 
Hect. O, like a book of sport thou'lt read me 
o'er; 
But there's more in me, than thou understand'st. 
Why dost thou so oppreſs me with thine eye? 
Achil. Tell me, you heavens, in which part 
; of his body 
Shall I destroy him? whether there, there, or 
| there ? | 
Phat I may give the local wound a name; 
And make distinct the very breach, whereout 
Hector's great spirit flew: Answer me, heavens! 
Hect. It would discredit the blest gods, proud 
man, 
To answer such a question: Stand again: 
Think'st thou to catch my life so pleasantly, 
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As to prenominate in nice conjecture, 
Where thou wilt hit me dead? 

Achil. I tell thee, yea. 

Hect. Wert thou an oracle to tell me 80, 
Td not * Henceforth guard thee 

well; | 

For Tl not kill thee there, nor there, nor there ; 
But, by the forge that stithy'd Mars his helm, 
Tl kill thee every where, yea, o'er and o'er. — 
You wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag, 
His insolence draws folly from my lips ; 
But Tl! endeavour deeds to match these words, 
Or may I never — 

Ajax. Do not chafe thee, cousin; — 
And you, Achilles, let these threats alone, 
Till accident, or purpose, bring you to't: 
You may bave every day enough of Hector, 
If you have stomach; the general state, I fear, 
Can scarce entreat you to be odd with him. 


Heet. I pray you, let us see you in the field; 
We have had pelting wars, since you refus'd 
The Grecians' cause, 

Achil. Dost thou entreat me, Hector ? 
To-morrow do I meet thee, fell as death; 
To-night, all friends, | 


Hect. Thy hand upon tbat match. 


Agam. First, all you peers of Greece, go to 
my tent; 
There in the full convive we: afterwards, 
As Hector's leisure and your bounties shall 
Concur together, severally entreat him. — 
Beat loud the tabourines, let the trumpets blow, 
That this great soldier way his welcome know, 
[Exeunt all but Tno. and Ut.yss. 


Tro. My lord Ulysses, tell me, I beseech 


Ou 


of the field doth Calchas keep ? 


In what place 


— 
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Ulyss. At 3 tent, most princely Troi- 
us 
There Diomed doth feast with him to-night; 
Who neither looks upon the heayen, nor earth, 
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Cressid. 
Tro. Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to you 
so much, 
After we part from Agamemnon's tent, 
To bring me thither? 
Ulyss. Yon shall command me, sir. 
As gentle tell me, of what honour was 
This Ctessida in Troy? Had she no lover there, 
That wails her absence? 
Tro. O, sir, to such as boasting shew their 
scars, 
A mock is due. Will you walk on, my lord? 
She was belov'd, sbe lov'd; she is, and doth: 
But, still, sweet love is food for fortune's tooth. 
[Exeunt, 


ACT v. SCENE 1. 


The Grecian Camp, Before Achilles' Tent. 
Enter AcuiLI ES, and PATROCLUS. 


Achil. T1] heat his blood with Greekish wine 
to-night, 
Which with my scunitar l' cool to-morrow. — 
Patroclus, let us feast him to the height. 
Patr. Here comes Thersites. 
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Enter TukRSHTESs. 


Achil. How now, thou core of envy? 
Thou crusty batch of nature, what's the news? 
Ther. Why, thou picture of what thou seem— 


est, and idol of ideot-worshippers, here's a letter 
for thee. 3855 


Achil, From whence, fragment? 

Ther. Why, thou full disb of fool, from Troy. 

Patr, Who keeps the tent now ? 

Ther, The surgeon's box, or the patient's 
wound, 

Patr, Well said, adversity! and what need 
these tricks? | | 

Ther. Pr'ythee be silent, boy; I profit not by 
thy talk: thou art thought to be Achilles' male 
varlet. 

Patr. Male varlet, you rogue! what's that? 

Ther, Why, his masculine whore. Now the 
rotten diseases of the south, the guts -griping, 
ruptures, catarrhs, loads o'gravel i' the back. 
letbargies, cold palsies, raw eyes, dirt -rotten 
livers, wheezing lungs, bladders full of impos- 
thume, sciaticas, lune-kilns i' the palm, incurable 
bone-ach, and the rivell'd fee-simple of the tetter, 
take and take again such preposterous discoveries ! 

Patr. Why, thou damnable box of enyy, thou, 
what meanest thou to curse thus? 

Ther. Do I curse thee ? 

Patr. Why. no, vou ruinous butt; you whore- 
son indistinguishable cur, no. 

Ther. No? why art thou then exasperate, thou 
idle immaterial skein of sleive silk, thou green 
zarcenet ſlap for a sore eye, thou tassel of a pro- 
digal's purse, thou? Ah, how the poor world is 
pester'd with such water-flies; diminutives o 
nature! | 


Patr, Out, gall! 


102 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 


Ther. Finch egg! | 
Achil. My $weet Patroclus, I am thwarted 
| quite s 
From my great purpose in to-morrow's battle. 
Here is a letter from queen Hecuba; 
A token from her daughter, my fair love; 
Both taxing me, and gaging me to kee 
An oath that I have sworn. I will not break 
it: 
Fall, Greeks; fail, fame; honour, or go, or 
sta y 
My major vow lies here, this III obey. — 
Come, come, Thersites, help to trim my tent; 
This night in banqueting must all be spent. — 
Away, Patroclus. [Exzeunc Acuir, and Parn. 


Ther. With too much blood, and too little 
brain, these two may run mad; but if with too 
much brain, and too little blood, they do, I'll be 
a curer of madmen. Here's Agamemnon, — an 
honest fellow enongh, and one that loves quails; 
but he has not so much brain as ear-wax; And 
the goodly transformation of Jupiter there, bis 
brother, the bull, — the primitive statue, and 
oblique memorial of cuckolds; a thrifty shooing- 
horn in a chain, hanging at his brother's leg, — 
to what form, but that he is, should wit larded 
with malice, and malice forced with wit, turn 
him to? To an als, were nothing; he is both als 
and ox: to an ox were nothing; he is both ox 
and als, To be a dog, a mule, a cat, a fitchew, 
a toad, a lizard, an owl, a puttock, or a herring 
without a roe, I would not care: but to be Me- 
nelaus, — T would conspire egainst destiny. Ask 
me pot what I would be, if I were not Thersites ; 
for I care not to be the louse of a lezar, $0 L 
were not Menelaus. — Hey-day! spirits, and 
fires: 


Enter 
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Enter Vizcron, Tnowvs, Ajax, Agcamranxoxs, 
Urysses, NrSToOR, and Diomer, with lig ts. 


Azam. We go wrong, we go wrong. 
Ajax, No, yonder 'tis; 
Thee, where we s$ee the lights, 
ect. I trouble you. 
Ajax. No, not a whit. 
Ulyss. Here comes himself to guide you. 


Enter Acnirrrs, 


Achil. Welcome, brave Hector; welcome, prin- 
ces all. 


Ag am. So now, fair prince of Troy, I bid good 
night. 
Ajax commands the guard to tend on you. 
Hect. Thavks, and good night, to the Greeks? 
general. 
Men. Good night, my lord. 
Hect. Good niggt, swert lord Menelaus. 
Ther. Sweet diaught: Sweet, quoth 'a! sweet 
sink, sweet sewer. 
Achill. Good night, and welcome, both at once, 
to those 
That go, or tarry. 


Azam, Good night. [EFxeunt Agam. and Mr, 


Achil, Old Nestor tarries; and you too, Dios 
med, 


Keep Hector company an hour or two. 


r — - = _ _— 


Dio, TI cannot, lord; I have important busi- 
nels, 
The tide whereof is now. — Good night, great 
Hector. 


2 — 2 tn, 


Tlect. Give me your hand. 
Ulyss. Follow his torch, he goes to Calchas' 
: tent; 
Il keep you company. [aside to Tnorkus. 
Vol. VI. D d 
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Tro. Sweet sir, you honour me. 
Hect. And $0, good night, 


[ Exit Dromrn; Urys. and Tno. following. 


Achil. Come, come, enter my tent. 
[Exzeunt Ach. HCI. Ajax, and Nrsr. 


Ther. That same Diomed's a false-hearted rogue, 
a most unjust knave; I will no more trust him 
when he leers, than Iwill a serpent when he 
hisses: he will spend his mouth, and promi e, 
like Brabler the hound; but when be performs, 
astronomers foretel it; it is prodigious, there will 
come some change; the sun borrows of the moon, 
when Diomed keeps his Word. | will rather leave 
to see Hector, than not to dog him: they sey, he 
keeps a Trojan drab, and uses the traitor Calchas' 
tend: Ill after. — Nothing but lechery! all in— 
continent yarlets ! [ Exit. 


SCENE IL 


The same. Before Calchas' Tent. 


Enter Dro uE pv. 


Dio. What are vou up here, ho? speak. 

Cal. [within.] Who calls? 

Dio. Diomed — Calchas, I think. — Where's 
your danghter? LS, 

Cal. [within.} She comes to you. 


Enter Tzxorrus, and Uryssrs, at a distance; aſ- 
ter them TuzistitEs. 


Ulyss. Stand where the torch may not dis- 
cover us. 
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Enter CRESST DA. 


Tro. Cressi comes forth to him! 

Dio How O, my charge? 

Cre. Now, my sweet guardian! — Hark, a word 
With vou. 

Tro. Yea, $0 familiar! 


Ulyss, She will sing any man at first sight. 
Ther. And any man may sing her, if be can 


17 hipers, 


tak» her cliff; she's noted. 


Dio. XVIII „ou remember? 

Cre. Remember? 68. 

Dio. Nay, but do then; 

And let vour mind he coupled with your words, 

Jo. What should she remember? 

Ulyss. List! 

Cre. Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more 
to cy. 

Ther. Roguery! 

Dio. Nay, then, — 

Cre. I'll tell you what. 

Dio. Pho! pho! come, tell a pin: You are 
fors Worn. — 

Cre. In faith, ] cannot; What would you have 
me do? 

Ther. A juggling trick, to he — $ecreily open. 

Dio. What did you swear you would bestow 
on me? 

Cre, T pr'ythee, do not hold me to mine oath; 

Bid me do any thing but that, sweet Greek, 

Dio. Good night. 

Tro. Hold, patience! 

Ulyss. How now, Trojan ? 

Cre. Diomed, — 

Dio. No, no, good night: I'll be your fool no 
more. 

Tro. Thy better must. 

Cre. Hark, one word in your ear. 


D d 2 
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Tro. O plagve and madnels! 
Utlyss. You are mov'd, prince; let us depart, 
I pray you, 
Jest your displeasure should enlarge itself 
To wrathful terms: this place is dangerous; 
The time right deadly; I keocech YOu, go. 
ro Behold, I pray yon! 
Ulvss. Now: good my lord, go off: 
You flow ro great destruetion; come, my lord. 
Tro. I pr'ythee, stay. 
Ulyss. You have not patience; come. 
Tro. I pray you, stay; by hell, and all bell's 
torments, 
I will not speak a word. 
Dio. And so, god night. 
Cre. Nay, but vou part in anger. 
Tro. Doth that grieve thee? 
O wither'd truth! 
Ulyss, Why, how now, lord? 
Tro. By Jove, I will be patient. 
Cre. Guard ] an! en hy, G1 ech! 
Dio. Pho, pho! adieu; you paiter. 
Cre. In Om 1 do not; come hither once 
ain. 
Ulyss. You þ my lord, at something; will 
you go? 
You will break out. 
Fro. She strokes his chcek! 
Liyss. Gome, come. 
Tro. Nay, stay; by Jove, I will not speak a 


word : 
There is between my will aud all offences 
A guard of paticuce: — stay a little while. 


iler. How the devil luxury, with bis fat 
rump, aad potatos ſinger, tickles these together! 
Fry, lechery, ſry! 

Dio But will you then? 

Cre. In faith, I will, la; never trust me el:e. 
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Dio. Give me some token for the surety of it. 
Cre. VII fetch you one. | [ Exc. 
Utiyss. You have sworn patience, 
T'ro. Fear nie not, my lord; 

] will not be myself, nor have cognition 

Of what I feel; 1 am all patience. 


Re-enter CrrES31DA. 


Ther. Now the pledge; now, now, now! 
Cre. Here, Diomed, keep this sleeve. 
Tro. O beauty! 
Where is thy faith? 
{'yss. My lord, — 
Jo. I will be patient; outwardly T will. 
Cre. You look upon that sleeve; Beho:d it 
well. — 
He lov'd me -— O false weuch! — Give 't me 
again. 
Dio. Whose was't? 
Cre. It is no matter, now I bave't again. 
I will not meet with you to-morrow night: 
I pr'ythee, Diomed, visit me no more. 
4ler. Now she sbarpens; — Well said, whet- 
stone. 
Dio. I shall have it, 
Cre. What, this? 
Dio. Ay, that. 
Cre. O, all you gods! — O pretty pretty 


; pledge! 

Thy master now lies thinking in his bed 

Ot thee, and me; and sighs, and takes my 
6 glove, 


And gives memorial dainty kisses to if, 
As I kiſs thee. — Nay, do not snatch it from 
me; 
He, that takes that, must take my heart withal, 
Dio. I bad your heart before, this follows it. 


* 
/. 
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Tro. I did swear patience, 
Cre, You shall not bave it, Diomed; faith 
yY ou $h61! 10; 
In give you something else. 
Div. I will have this; Whose was it? 
Cre. It is no matter. | 
Dio. Gome, tell me Whose it was. 
Cre. Twas one's that loy'd me better than 
you will, 
But, now you bave it, take it. 
Dio. Whose was it? 
Cre. By all Diana's waiting-women vonder, 
And by hewelf. T will not tell you whose. 
Di Ta-monoew wil | wear it on my helm; 
And grieve his spiric, that dates not challenge 
if, 
Tro. Wert thoa the devil, and wor'st it on 
thy harn, 
It should be challeng'd. 
Cre. Well, well, 'tis done, 'tis past; — And 
yet it is not; 
T will not keep my word. 
Dio. Why then, farewell; 
Thou never shalt meck Diomed again. 
Cre. You shell not go: — Oue cannot speak 
a word, 
But it straight starts you. 
Dio. I do not like this fooling. 
Ther, Nor I, by Pluto: but that that likes 
not you, 
Pleases me best. 
Dio. Wat, shall T come? the hour? 
Cre. Ay, come; — O Jove! — 
Do, come: — I shall be plagu'd, 
Di. Farewel till then. | 
Cre. Good night. I pr'ythee, come. 
[Exit DionED. 
Troilus, farewel! one eye yet looks on thee; 
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But with my heart the other eye doth see. — 
Ah! poor our sex! this fault in us I find, 
The error of our eye directs our mind: 
What error leads, must err; O then conclude, 
Minds, sway'd by eyes, are full of turpitnde. 
Exit, 
Ther. A proof of strength she could > pub- 
lish more, 
Unlels she say'd, My mind is now turn'd whore. 
Ulyss. Als done, my lord. 
Tro. It is. — 
Ulyss. Why stay we then? 
Tro. To make a recordation to my soul 
Of every syllable that here was spoke. 
But, if I tell how these two did co-act, 
Shall I not he in publishing a truth? 
Sith yet there is a credence in my heart, 
An esperance $0 obstinately strong, 
That doth invent the attest of eyes and ears; 
As if those orgaus had deceptious functions, 
Created only to caluminate. 
Was Cressid here? 
Ulyss. | cannot conjure, Trojan, 
Tro. She was not, sure. 


; Utyss, Most sure, she was. 
To. Why, my negation hath no taste of mad- 
nels, 
Ulyss, Nor mine, my lord: Cressid was here 
i but now. 


Tro. Let it not be believ'd for womanhood ! 
Think, we had mothers; do not give advantage 
To stubborn criticks — apt, without a theme, 
For depravation, — to $quare the general sex 
By Cressid's rule: rather think this not Cressid. 

Ulyss, What bath she done, prince, that can 

soil our mothers ? 

Tro. Nothing at all, unleſs that this were 

she. 


D. 
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Ther, Will he swagger himself out on's own 
eyes? : 
Tro. This she? no, this is Diomed's Cressida: 
If beauty have a soul, this is not he; 
If souls guide vows, if vow's he sanctimony, 
If sanctimony be the gods' delight, | 
If there be rule in unity itself, 
This was not she. O madnels of discourse, 
That cause sets up with and against itself! 
Bi-fojd authority! where reason can revolt 
Without perdition, and Jol assume all reason 
1 revolt; this is, and is not, Cressid! 
Vithin my soul these doch commence a light 
of this strange nature, that a thing inzeperate 
Divides more wider than the sky: ab earth; 
And yet the spacious breath of this division 
Admits no orifice for a point, as subtle 
As Araclinc's broken woof, to enter. 
Instance, O instance! strong as Pluto's gates; 
Cressid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven: 
Instance, O instence! strong as heaven itself; 
The bonds of heaven are slipp'd, dissolv'd, and 
loos' d ; 
And with another knot, fve-lincer-tied, 
The fractions of her faith, orts 'of 3 love, 
The fragments, scraps, the bits, aud greasy re- 
liques 
Of her o'er-eaten faith, are bound to Diomed. 
Ulyss. May worthy Troitus be half attach'd 
With that which here his passion doth exprels? 
Tro. Ay, G:cek; aud that shall be diyulged 
well 
In characters as red as Mars his heart 
Inflam'd with Venus: never did young man 
fancy 
With so eternal, and so fjx'd a soul. 
Hark, Greek; — As much as I do Cressid love, 
So much by weight hate I ber Diomed: 
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That sleeve is mine, that be'll bear on his helm; 
Weie it a casque compos'd by Vulcan's skill, 
My sword should bite it: not the dreadful spout, 
Which shipmen do the hurticano call, 
Constring'd ia maſs by the aludghty sun, 
Shall div with more clamour Neptune's ear 
In bis descent, than $hall my prompted sword 
Valling on Diomed, 

Ther. He'll tickle it for his concupy. 

Tro, O Cressid! O false Cressid ! false, false, 


false! 
Let ail untruths stand by thy stained name, 
And they'll see;a glorious, 


Ul (Msg. (), ata yourself; 
Your passion draws cars hither, 


Enter AEN EAS. 


Acnc. J have been seeking you this hour, my 
lord: 
Mlegtor, by this, is arming him in Troy; 
Ajax, your guard, stays to couduct vou home. 
J7%. Have with you, prince. — Aly courtcous 
lord, adion — 
Farewel, revolted fair! — and, Diomed, 
Stand "Fg and wear a castle on thy head! 
Css. I' bring you to the gates. 
Tro. Accept distracted thanks. 
[Exeunt TnofrLus, AEN EAS, and Uryssrs, 


Ther, Would, I could meet that rogue Dio— 
mer! J would croak like a raven; I would bode, 
I wonld bode, Patrocius will give me aay thing 
tor the intellig ence of this whor „: the pariot wi 111 
Dat do more "for. an almo: id, than he for a com- 
modious drab. Lechery, techery; still, wars and 
Wee nothing else holds fashion: A burning 
devil tale them! | Exit. 


112 TROILUS AND CRESSIDA, 


SCENE III. 


Troy. Before Priam's Palace. 


Enter Hector, and ANDROMACHE. 


And, When was my lord so much ungently 
temper'd, 
To stop his ears against admonishment? 
Unarm, unaem, and do not ßbght to-day. 
Hect, You train we to offeud you; get you 
in : 
By all the everlasting gods, I'II go. 
And. Ny dreams will, sure, prove ominous 
to the day. 
Hect. No more, IL say. 


Enter CaSSANDRA. 


Cas. Where is my brother Hector ? 
And. Here, sister; arm'd, and bloody in in. 
tent: 
Consort with me in loud and dear petition, 
Purzue we him on knces; for I bave dreamt 
Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night 
Hath nothing been but shapes and forms of 
slaughter. 
M Cas. O, it is true. 
4 Tee. Ho! bid my trumpet sound! 
= Cas. No notes of sally, for the heavens, sweet 


4 brother. 
4 IIect. Begone, I say: the gods have heard me 
4 swear. 
. Cas. Tbe gods are deaf to hot and peevish 
3 vows; 


They are polluted offerings, more abhorr'd 
Than spotted livers in the sacriſice. 
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And. O! be persuaded: Do not count it holy 
To hurt by being just: it is as lawſul, 
For we would give much, to use violent theſts, 
And rob in the behalf of charity. | 

Cas, It is the purpose, that makes strong the 

vow ; | 

But vows, to every purpose, must not hold: 
Unarm, sweet Hector, 

Hece. Hold you still, I say; 
Nine honour keeps the weather of my fate: 
Life every man holds dear; but the dear man 
Holds konour far more precious-dear than life, — 


Enter TRR OrTLus. 


How now, young man? mean'st thou to ſight 
to-day? 


And. Cassandra, call my father to persuade. 
[Fit CaASSANDBRA. 
Hee. No, faith, young Troilus; dolt thy bar- 
nels, youth, 
Jam to-day i' the vein of chivalry: 
Let grow thy sinews till their knots be strong, 
And tempt not yet the brushes of the war. 
Jnarm thee, go; end doubt thou not, breve boy, 
Vii stand, to-day, for thee, and me, and Troy. 
Tro. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in 
ou, 
Which better fits a lion, than a man. 
Hect, What vice is that, good Troilus? chide 
me for it. 
Tro. When many times the captive Grecians 
fall, 
Even in tbe fan and wind of your fair sword, 
Yon bid them rize, and live. 
Hect. O, 'tis fair play. 
Tro, FooPs play, by heaven, Hector. 
Hect. IIow now? how now? 
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Tro. For the love of all the gods, 
Let's leave the hermit pity with our mother; 
And when we have our armours buckled on, 
The venom'd yengeance ride upon our 8words; 
Spur them to ruthſul work, rein them from 
ruth, 
Ilect. Fie, savage, fie! 
Tro. Hector, then *tis Wars. 
Tect. Proilus, I would not have you fight to- 
Gay. 
Tro. Who should withhold me? 
Not fate, cbedience, nor the hand of Mars 
Beckoning with firy trunchcon my retucz 
Not Priamns and Hecuba on knees, 
Their eyes o-r-galled with recourse of tears; 
Nor you, my brother, with your true sword 
drawn, 
Oppos'd to hinder me, should stop my way, 
But by my ruin. 


Re-enter CasSSANDRA, with Pram, 


Cas. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold hin 
fast: 
He is thy crutch; now if thou lose thy stay, 
Thou on bim leaning, and all Troy on thee, 
Yell all together, 
Pri. Come, IIector, come, go back: 
Thy wife hath dreamt; thy mother kath had 
visions; 
Cassandra doth foresee; and J myself 
Am like a prophet suddenly enrapt, 
To tell thee — that this day is ominous; 
Thecefore, come back. 
ect. Aeneas is a-feid; 
And I do stand engeg'd to many Greeks, 
Even in the faith of valour, to appear 
8 This morning to them. 
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Pri. But thou shalt not po. 

ect. I must not break my Faith, 
You know me dutifn!; therefore, dear sir, 
Jet me not shame respect; bot give ine leave 
To take that course by your e >6zent and Voice, 
Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam, 

(as. O Priam, yield not to him. 

nd. Do not, dear father, 

Hi-ct. Andromache, TI em offended with you: 
Upon the love you bear me, get you iu. 

(Exit AN Un SOMAC AHA. 

Tro. This Toolish, dreaming, supe:stitious 
Makes all these bodements. 

Cas. O fare wel, dear Hector. 
Look, how thou dy'st! look, how thy eye turns 

ale! 

Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents! 
Hark, how Troy roars! how lecnba cries ont! 
Itaw poor Andromache shrills her dolours forth! 
Dold, destruction, fienzy, and amazement, 
Like witlels anticks, one another meet. 


girl 


And all cry — Hector! Hector's dead! O Hector! 


Tro. Away! — Away! — 
Cas. at nt, Yet, soft; — Hector, I tale 
le: ave. 
Thou dost myself and all our Troy deceive. 


[Exit 

Illect. You are amaz'd, my liege, at her ex- 
claim: 

Go in, and cheer the town: we'll forth, and 
ſight; 

Do deeds worth praize, and tell yon them at 
n. It. 

Pri. Farewel: The gods wich safety stand 

about thee! 


E. reuut ze ẽ,j,fs ly PIA and HEC TOR. 
Alarums. 
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Tro. They ore at it; bark! Proud Diomed, 


believe, 
J come to lose my arm, or win my sleeve. 


As Tnortus is going out, enter, from the other 
side, PAN DAnus. 


Pan. Do you hear, my lord? do you hear? 

Tro. What now? 

Pan, Here's a letter come from yon” poor girl. 

Tro. Let me read. 7 

Pan. A whoreson ptisick, a whoreson rascally 

tisick so troubles me, and the foolish fortune af 
this girl; and what one thing, what another. that 
I shall leave you one o' these days: And I have 
a rheum in mine eyes too; aud such an ache i: 
my bones, that, unlels a man were curst, I can- 
not tell what to think on't. — What says he 
there? 

Tro. Words, words, mere words, no matter 

from the heart; [Tearing the letter. 


The effect doth operate another way. — 
Go, wind, to wind, there turn and change to- 


My love with words and errors still shee feeds; 
But edifies another with her deeds. 
[ Exeunt Severally, 


N . 


Between Troy and the Grecian Camp. 


Alarums: Excursions. Enter TuEgRSLITES. 


Ther. Now they are clapper-clawing one an- 
other; I'll go look on. That dissembling abomin- 
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able varlet, Diomed, bas got hat same scurv 


doting foolisch young knave's slecve of Troy, 
there, in his helm: 1 would fein see them meet ; 
that that same young Trojan als, that loves the 
whore there, might send that Greekish whors- 
masterly villain, with the sleeve, back to the dis- 
sembling luxurious drab, of a sleeveleſs errand. 
O' the other side, The policy of those crafty 
swearing rascals, — that stale old monse-eaten 
dry cheese, Nestor; and that same dog-fox, Olye- 
ses, — is not prov'd worth a black-bery. — They 
set me up, in policy, that wmungrel cur, Ajax, 
against that dog of as bad a kind, Achilles: and 
now is the cur Ajax prouder than the cur Achil- 
les, and will not arm to-day; whereupon the 
Grecians begin to proclaim barbarism, and policy 


grows into an ill opinion, Soft! here come sleeve, 
and t'other. 


Enter Diomer, Trorrvs following, 


Tro. Fly not; for, sbouldst thou take the 
river Styx, 

I would swim after. 

Dio. Thou dost miss- call retire: 
T do not fly; but advantageous care 
Withdrew me from the odds of multitude: 
Have at thee! 

Ther. Hold thy whore, Grecian! — now for 
thy whore, Trojan! — now the sleeve, now the 
Sleeve! | 


[Exeunt Txo01r.us and Diomsp, fighting, 


Enter HecTtoR. 


Hect. What art thou, Greek? art thou for 
- Hector's match? 
Art thou of blood, and honour ? 
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Ther, No, no: — I am a rascal; a scurvy rail- 
ing knave; a very ſiltby rogue. 
Tlect. I do believe thee; — live. [ Exit, 


Ther, God-a-mercy, that thou wilt believe me; 
But a plague break thy neck, for ſrighting me! 
What's become of the wenching rogues ? I think, 
they have swallow'd one another: I would laugh 
at that miracle. Yet, in a sort, lechery eats it- 


self. I'll scek them. (Exit, 


. 
The same. 


Enter Drou xo, and a Servant. 


_ 


Dio. Go, go, my servant, take thou Troilus' 
| horse; 
Present the fair steed to my lady Cressid: 
Fellow, commend my service to ber beauty; 
Tell her, I have chastis'd the amorous Trojan, 
And am her knight by proof. 
Serv, I go, my lord. [Exit Servant. 


Enter AG AME M NOR. 


Agam. Renew, renew! The fierce Polydamus 
Hath beat down Menon: bastard Margarelon 
Hath Doreus prisouer ; 

And stands colossus-wize, waving his beam, 
Upon the pashed corses of the kings 
Epistrophus and Cedius: Polixenes is slain; 
Amphimachus, and Thoas, deadly hurt; 
Patroclus ta'en or slain; and Palamedes 
Sore burt and brais'd: the dreadful Sepittary 
Appals our numbers; haste we, Diomed, 
To reinforcement, or we perish all. 


En: of 
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Enter Nzs TOR 


Nest. Go, bear Patroclus' body to Achilles; 
And bid the snail-pac'd Ajax arm for shame. — 
There is a thousand Hectors in the ſield: 

Now bere he fights on Galathe his hotse, 

And there lacks work; anon, he's there afoot, 

And there they fly, or die, like scaled sculls 

Before the belching whale; then is he yonder, 

And there the strawy Greeks, ripe for his edge, 

Fall down before him, like the mower's swath; 

Here, there, and eyery where, he leaves, and 
takes; 

"Dexterity so obeying appetite, 

"That what he will, he does; and does 30 much, 

That proof is call'd impossibility. 


Euter Urvssrs 


Ulyss. O, courage, courage, princes! great 

Achilles 

Is arming, weeping, cursing, vowing vengeance: 

Patroclus' wounds have rons'd his drowsy blood, 

Together with his mangled Myrmidons, 

That noseleſs, handlels, hack'd and chipp'd, come 
to him, 

Crying on Hector. Ajax hath lost a friend, 

And foams at mouth, and be is arm'd, and at 
ik, 

Roaring for Troilus; who hath done to-day 

Mad and fantastick execution 

Engaging and redeeming of bimself, 

With such a carelels force, and forceleſs care, 

As if that luck, in very spite of cunning, 

Bade him win all. 


Vol. VI. E e 
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Enter AI Ax. 


Ajax. Troilus! thou coward Troilus! [Exit, 
Dio. Ay, there, there. 
Nest. So, so, we draw together. 


Enter Acunr LIS. 


Achil. Where is this Hector? 
Come, come, thou boy-queller, shew thy face; 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angry. 
Hector! where's Hector? I will none but Hec- 
tor. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE VI. 


Another part of the Field. 


Enter AJAX. 


Ajax. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, shew thy 
head! 


Enter Drouxp. 


Dio. Troilus, I say! wheire's Troilus ? 
Ajax. What would'st thou? 
Dio. I would correct him. 
Ajax. Were I the general, thou should'st have 
my ofhce, 
Ere that correction: — Troilus, I say! what, 
Troilus! 
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Enter Trorirtvus, 


Tro. O traitor Diomed! — turn thy false face, 
thou traitor, 


And pay thy life thou ow'st me for my horse! 
Dio. Ha! art thou there ? 


Ajax. Il fight with him alone; stand, Dio- 


med. 


Dio. He is my prize, I will not look upon. 


Tro. Come both, you cogging Greeks; have 
at you both. [Excunt, fighting. 


Enter Hx cron. 


Hect, Yea, Troilus? O, well fought, my 
youngest brother! 


Enter Acnirries. 


Achil. Now do I see thee: Ha! — Have at 
thee, Hector. 


Hect. Pause, if thou wilt. 
Achil, I do disdain thy courtesy, proud Tro- 


an. 
Be happy, * my arms are out of use: 
My t rest and negligence befriend thee now, 
But thou anon shalt hear of me again; 
Till when, go seek thy fortune. [ Exit. 


Hect. Fare thee well: — 
J would have been much more a fresber man, 


Had I expected thee. — How now, my bro- 
ther ? 


Ee 2 
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Re-enter Trortvus. 


Tro. Ajax bath ta'en ee Sball it be? 
No, by the flame of youder glorious heaven, 
He shall not carry him; I'!] be taken. too, 

Or bring him 185 — Fate, hear me what 1 
say! 


I reck not though I ol my life to-day. . (Exit, 


Enter one in Sumptuous armour. 


Hect. Stand, stand, thou 3 thou art a 
goodly mark: 

No? wilt thou not? — I like thy armour well; 

I'll frusb it, and unlock the rivets all, 

But PI be master of it: — Wilt thou not, 
beast, abide? 

Why then, fly on, Vil hunt thee for thy hide. 

__ [Exeunt. 


SCENE VII, 


The same. 
Enter AcuilLes, with Myrmidons, 


Achil. Come here about me, you my Myrmi- 

doas ; 

Mark what T say. — Attend me where T wheel: 

Strike not a stroke; but keep yourselves in 
breath ; 

And when I have the TTY Hector found, 

Empale him with your weapons round. about; 

In fellest manner execute your arms, 


— 
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Follow me, sirs, and my proceedings eye: — 
It is decreed — Hector the great must die. 
[Exeunt, 


S c EN E VIII. 


The same. 


Enter MIN EZLAUS, and PARIS, ſighting; then 
TAERSITESV. 


Ther. The cuckold, and the cuckold- maker are 
at it: Now, bull! now, dog! Loo, Paris, 'loo! 
now my double-henn'd sparrow! loo, Paris, loo! 
The bull has the game: — were borns, ho! 

(Exeunt Parris and MNELAus. 


Enter MAnGARELON, 


Mar. Turn, slave, and fight. 
Ther. VV bat art thou? 
Mar. A bastard son of Priam's. 


Ther. I am a bastard too; I love bastards: 1 
am a bastard begot, bastard instructed, bastard in 
mind, bastard in valour, in every thing illegiti- 
zuste. One bear will not bite another, and whete- 
jore should one bastard? Take heed, the quar- 
16ci''s most ominous to us: if the son of a whore 
fight for a whore, he tempts judgment: Farewel, 
bastard. 


Mar. The devil take thee, coward ! 
: [Exeunt. 
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SCENE IX. 
Another part of the Field. 


Enter Hector. 


Hect. Most putrified core, so fair without, 
Thy goodly armour thus hath cost thy life. 
Now is my day's work done; Il take good 

breath : 
Rest, sword; thou hast thy fill of blood and 
death! 


[puts off his helmet and hangs his shield 
N him. 


Enter AcuiLr.es, and Myrmidons. 


Achil. Look, Hector, bow the sun begins to 
set; 
How ugly night comes breathing at bis heels: 
Even with the vail and dark'ning of the sun, 
To close the day up, Hector's life is done. 


Hect, I am unarm'd; forego this vantage, 


Greek. 
Achil. Strike, fellows, strike; this is the man 
I $eek. [Hector falls. 
So, Ilion, fall thou next! now, Troy, sink 
down ; | | 
Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy 
bone, — 


On, Myrmidons; and cry you all amain, 
Achilles hath the mighty Hector slain. 
[A retreat sounded. 


Hark! a retreat upon our Grecian part. 
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Myr. The Trojan trumpets sound the like, 
my lard, 
Achil, The dragon wing of night o'erspreads 
the earth, 
And, s8tickler-like, the armies separates. 
My half NN 8 that frankly would have 
ed, 
Pleas'd with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed. — 
[Sheaths his sword. 
Come, tie his body to my horse's tail; 
Along the field I will the Trojau trail. [Exeunt. 


SCENE X. 


The same. 


Enter AGAMEMNON, Ajax, MEntELAvUs, NesToR, Dro- 
MEDES, and Others, marching. Shouts within, 


Azam. Hark! hark! what shout is that? 


Nest. Peace, drums. 
Within. Achilles! Achilles! Hector's slain! 
Achilles! 


Dio. The bruit is — Hector's Slain, and by 
Achilles. 


Ajax. Tf it be so, yet braglels let it be; 
Great Hector was as good a man as he. 


Agam. March patiently along: — Let one be 
sent, 
To pray Achilles see us at our tent. — 
If in his death the gods have us befriended, 
Great Troy is ours, and our sharp wars are 
eaded. [Exeunt, marching, 
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SCENE KI. 


Another part of the Field, 


Enter AEN EAS, and Trojans, 


Aene. Stand, ho! yet are we masters of the 
eld: 
Never go home; here starxve we out the night. 


Enter Tnoiru%. 


Tro. Ttector is slain. 
All. Hector? — the gods forbid! 
Tro. IIe's dead; aud at the murderer's horse's 


tail, 

In beastly sort, dragg'd through the shameful 
field. — 

Frown on, you heavens, effect your rage with 
speed! 


Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and smile at Troy! 
J 8ay, at once let your brief plagues be mercy, 
And linger not our sure destructions on | 


Aene, My lord, you do discomfort all the 
host. 


Tro. You understaud me not, that tell me 80; 
J do not speak of flight, of fear, of death; 
But dare all imminence, that gods, and men, 
Addrels their dangers in. Hecpor is gone! 
Who shall tell Priam so, or Hecuba? 
Jet him, that will a screech-owl aye be call'd, 
Go in to Troy, and gay there — Hector's dead: 
There is a word will Priam turn to stone; 
Make wells and Niobes of the maids and wives, 
Cold statues of the youth; and, iu a word, 
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Scare Troy out of itself. But, march, away: 

Hector is dead; there is no more to say. 

Stay yet; — You vile abominable tents, 

Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains, 

Let Titan rise as early as he dare, 

III through and through you! — And thou, 
reat-$1z'd coward ! | 

No space of earth shall sunder our two hates; 

Il! baunt thee like a wicked conscience still, 

That mouldeth goblins swift as frenzy thoughts. — 

Strike a free march to Troy! — with comfort 
80 

Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe. 

[Exeunt Ax NxZEAS, and Trojans. 


As Tnoilus is going out, enter, from the other 
ade, PAN DAnus. 


Pan. But hear you, hear you! 
Tro. Hence, broker lacquey! ignomy and 
sbame 
Pursue thy life, and live aye with thy name! 
[ Exit TrorLUs. 
Pan. A goodly med'cine for my aching 
ones! — 
O world! world! world! thus is the poor agent 
despis'd! O traitors and bawds, how earnestly are 
you set a' work, and how ill requited! Why 
should our endeavour be $0 Hikes and the per- 
formance so loath'd? what verse for it? what 
instance for it? — Let me see: — | 
Full merrily the humble-bee doth sing, 
Till ;/he hath lost his honey, aud bis sting: 
And being once subdu'd in armed tail, 
Sweet honey and sweet notes together fail.— 
Good traders in the flesh, set this in your painted 
cloths. 
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As many as be here of pander's hal], 
Your eyes, balf out, weep out at Pandar's fall; 
Or, if you cannot weep, yet give some groans, 
Thongh not for me, yet for your aching bones, 
Brethren, and sisters, of the hold-door trade, 
Some two months hence my will sball here be 
made: 
It should be now, but tbat my fear is this, — 
Some galled goose of Winchester would hiſs: 
Till then, III sweat, and seek about for eases; 


And, at that time, bequeath you my diseases. 
[ Exit. 
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„ ON what principle tho editors of the rst come 
plete edition of our poet's plays admitted this into 
their volume, cannot now be ascertained. The most 
probable reason that can be assigned, is, that he wrote 
a few lines in it, or gave some assistnnce to the ail- 
thor. in revising it, or in some other way aided him 
in bringing it forward on the stage. 

To enter into a long disquisition to prove this piece 
not to have been Written by Shakspeare, would be an 
idle Waste of time. To those who are not conversant 
with his writings, if particular passages were examin— 
ed, more words would be necessary than the subject 
is worth; those who are Wel acqnainted with his 
works, cannot entertzin a doubt on the question. — k 
once intended nat to have admitted it into the present 
edition; but that every reader zuay be enabled to judge 
for himself. I have inserted it. MAI ONE. : 


It is observable, that this play is printed in the 
quarto of 1611. with exactne(s equal to that of the 
other books of those times. The first edition vas 
eee corrected by the author, 80 that here is very 


ittle room for conjecture or emendation; and accords 


ingly none of the editors have mch molested this 
piece with ollicions criticism. JounsoN, 0 
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Persons Represented. 


Saturninus, Son to the late Emperor of Rome, and af- 
terwards declared Emperor himself. 

Bassianus, Brother to Saturninus; in love with La- 
vinia. 

Titus Andronicus, a noble Roman, General against the 
Goths. 

Marcus Andronicus, Tribune of the People, and Dro- 
ther to Titus. 

Lucius, 

Quintus, 

Martius, 

Mutius, 

Young Lucius, a Boy, Son to Lucius. 

Publius, Son to Marcus the Tribune. 

Aemilius, a noble Roman. 

Alarbus, 

Chiron, | Sons to Tamora. 

Demetrius, 

Aaron, a Moor, beloved by Tamora. 

A Captain, Tribune, Messenger, and Clown; Romans, 

Goths, and Romans. 


Sons to Titus Andronicus. 


Tamora, Ovevn of the Goths. 
Lavinia, Daughter to Titus Andronicus. 
A Nurse, and a black Child. 


Kinsmen of Titus, Senators, Tribunes, Officers, Soldiers, 
and Attendants, 


SCENE, Rome; and the Country near it, 


TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


a0 FE CENTSET TI: 


Rome. Before the Capitol. 


The tomb of the Andronici appearing; the Tribunes 
and Senators aloft, as in the Senate. Enter, below, 
SATUFENINUS and his followers, on one side; and 
BAss IAN us and his followers, on the other; with 
drum and colours. 


Sat. NosLt patricians, patrons of my right, 
Defend the justice of my cause with arms; 
And, countrymen, my loving followers, 
Plead my successive title with your swords: 
I am bis first-born son, that was the last 
That ware the imperial diadem of Rome; 
Then let my father's honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine age with this indignity. 


as 
— — 
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Bas. Nomans, — friends, followers, fayo:.: =; 4 
of my right, — 
If ever Bassianus, Caesar's son, 
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome, 
Keep then this passage to the Capitol; 
And suffer not dishonour to approach 
The imperial seat, to virtue consecrate, 
To justice, continence, and nobility : 
But let desert in pute election shine; 
And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice, 


Enter Marcus AxnDpnronicus aloft, with the crown. 


Mar. Princes, — that strive by factions, and 
by friends, 
Ambitiously for rule end empery, — 
Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we 
stand 

A special party, have, by common voice, 
In election for the Roman empery, 
Chosen Andronicus, surnamed Pius 
For many good and great deserts to Rome; 
A nobler man, a braver warrior, 
Lives not this day within the city walls: 
He by the senate is accited home, 
From weary wars against the barbarous Goths; 
That, with his sous, a terror to our foes, 
Hath yok'd a vation strong, train'd up in arms. 
Ten years are spent, since first he undertook 
This cause of Rome, and chastised with arms 
Our enemies” pride: Five times he bath return'd 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant sons 
In coffins from the field; | 
And now at last, laden with bonour's spoils 
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 
Renowned Titus, flourishing in arms. 
Let ns-entreat, — By honour of his name, 
Whom, worthily, you would have now succeed, 


And 
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And in the Capitol and senate's right, 
Whom you pretend to honour il adore, — 
That you withdraw you, and abate your strength; 
Dismils your followers, and, as suitors should, 
Plead your deserts in peace and bumbleneſs, 


Sat, How fair the tribune speaks to calm my 
thoughts! 


Bas. Marcus Andronicus, $0 I do affy 
In thy uprightnels and integrity, 
And $0 I love and honour thee, and thine, 
Thy noble brother Titus, and his sons, 
And her, to whom my thoughts are humbled all, 
Gracious Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament, 
That I will bere dismiſs my loving friends; 
And to my fortunes, and the people's favour, 
Commit my cause in balance to be weigh'd. 


[Exeunt the followers of Bassianus, 


Sat. Friends, that have been thus forward in 
my 1: ht, | 
IT thank you all, and here dismiſs you all; 
And to the love and favour of my country 
Commit myself, my person, and the cause, 
[Exeunt the followers of Saturninus. 


Rome, be as just and gracious unto me, 
As I am confident and kind to thee. — 
Open the gates, and let me in. 


Bas. Tribune! and me, a poor competitor, 
[Sat. and Bas. go into the Capitol, and exeunt 
with Senators, Marcus, etc. 


Yol. YI. ; F 1 
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. 


The same. 


Enter a Captain, and Others. 


Cap. Romans, make way; The good Androni- 
cus, | 
Patron of virtue, Rome's best champion, 
Succeſsful] in the battles that he fights, 
With bonour and with fortune 1s return'd, 
From where he circumscribed with his sword, 
And brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome. 


Flourish of trumpets, etc. Enter MuTrvs and Man- 
11S: after them, two men bearing a coffin co- 
ver 'd with black; then (uixTYs and j.UuCints, 
After them, Titus AxvronICus; and then Ta- 
MonA, with Ar Annus, Cuinox, Dzurrnius, 
Aanox, and other Gothe, prisoners; Soldiers aud 
people, following. {he bearers set down the cf. 
fin, and Tirus spenks, 


Tit, Hail, Rome, victorious in thy mourning 
weeds ! | 

Lo, as the bark, that bath discharg'd her fraught, 
Returns with precious lading to the bay, 
From whence at first she, weigh'd her anchorage, 
Cometh Andronicus, bound with Jaurel boughs, 
To re-salute his country with his tears; | 
Tears of true joy for his return to Rome, — 
Thou great defender of this Capitol, 
Stand gracious to the rites that we intend! — 
Romans, of hve and twenty valiant sons, 
Half of the number that king Priam had, 
Behold the poor remains, alive, and dead ! 
These, that survive, let Rome reward with love; 
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These, that T bring unto their latest home, 

With burial amongst their ancestors : 

Here Goths have given me leave to sheath my 
sword. 

Titus, unkind, and careleſs of thine oven, 

Why suffer'st thou thy sons, unburied yet, 

To hover on the dreadfu] sbore of Styx? — 

Make way to lay them by their brethren, 


| [1he tomb is opened, 
There greet in silence, as the dead are wont, 
And sleep in peace, slain in your country's wars! 
O sacred receptacle of my joys, . 

Sweet cel] of virtue and nohility, 

How many sons of mine hast thou in store, 
That thou wilt never render to me more? 
Luc. Give us the proudest prisoner of the 

(zoths, » 
That we may hew his limbs, and, on a pile, 
Ad manes fratrum sacriſice his flesh, 
Before this earthly prison of their bones; 
That so the shadows be not unappeas d, 
Nor we disturb'd with prodigies on earth, 
Tit. I give him you; the noblest that survives, 
The eldest son of this distressed queen. 
Tam. Stay, Roman brethren; — Gracious con- 
queror, 
Victorious Titus, rue the tears I shed, 
A mother's tears in passion for her son: 
And, if thy sons were ever dear to thee, 
O, think my son to be as dear to me, 
Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome, 
To beautify thy triumphs, and return, 
Captive to thee, and to thy Roman yoke; 
But must my sons be slaughter'd in the streets, 
For valiant doings in their country's cause? 
O! if to fight for king and common weal 
Were piety in thine, it is in these. 
Andronicus, stain not thy tomb with blood: 
Vie 
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Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods? 
Draw near them then in being merciful; 
Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge; 
Thrice-noble Titus, spare my first-born son. 
Tit. Patient yourself, madam, and pardon me. 
These are m__— CO", whom you Goths be- 
& 
Alive, and dead; and for their brethren slain, 
Religious]y they ask a sacrifice: 

To this your son is mark'd; and die he must, 
To appeaze their groaning shadows that are gone. 
Luc. Away with him! and make a fire Straight; 

And with our swords, upon a pile of wood, 
Let's hew his limbs, till-they 5 clean consum'd. 
(Evzeunt Lucius, Quintus, Martius, and Mu- 
tius, with Alarbus. 


Tam. O cruel, irreligious piety! 
Chi. Was ever Scythia half so barharous ? 
Dem. Oppose not Scythia to ambitious Rome. 
Alarbus goes to rest; and we survive 
To tremble under Titus' threatening look. 
Then, madam, stand 1esolv'd; but hope withal, 
The self-same gods, that arm'd the queen of Troy 
With opportunity of sharp revenge 
Upon the Thracian tyrant in his tent, 
May ſavour Tamora, the queen of Goths, 
(When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was 
queen,) 
To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes, 


Re-enter Lucius. QuixTus, ManTrvs, and Mo- 
T1US, with their words bloody. 


Luc. See, lord and father, how we have per- 
form'd | | 
Our Roman rites: Alarbus' limbs are lopp'd, 
And entrails feed the sacrificing fire, 
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Whose smoke, like incense, doth perfume the 
sky. 
Remaineth nought, but to inter our brethren, 
And with loud *larums welcome them to Rome. 
Tit. Let it be 80, and let Andronicus 
Make this his latest farewel to their souls. 
[Trumpet Sounded, and the coffins laid in 
the tomb. 
In peace and honour rest you here, my sons; 
Rome's readiest champions, repose you here in 
rest, 
Secure from worldly chances and mishaps ! 
Here larks no treason, here no envy swells, 
Here grow no damned grudges; here, are no 
Storms, 
No noise, but silence and eternal sleep: 


Enter LAVINIA. 


In peace and honur rest you here my sons! 
Lav, In peace and honour live lord Titus long; 
My noble lord and father, live in fame! 
Lo! at this tomb my tributary tears 
] render, for my brethren's obsequies 
And at thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy, 
Shed on the earth, for thy return to Rome: 
O, bleſs me here with thy victorious hand, 
Whose fortunes Rome's best citizens applaud, 
Tit, Kind Rome, that hast thus lovingly re- 
serv'd 
The cordial of mine age, to glad my heart! — 
Lavinia, live; out-live thy father's days, 
And fame's eternal date, for virtue's praise! 


Enter Marcus Axproxicus, SATUnnIiNUs, Bags 
$1axUsS, and Others. 


Mar. Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother, 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome! 
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Tit, Thanks, gentle tribune, noble brother 
Narcus. 
Maur. And welcome, nephews, from succelsful 
wats, 

You that survive, and you that sleep in fame. 
Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all, 
That in your country's service drew your swords: 
But safer triumph is this funeral pomp, 
That hath aspir'd to Solon's Eappinels, 
And triumphs over chance, in honoars bed. — 
Titus Aadroicus, the people of Rome, 
Whose friend in justice thou hast ever been, 
Send thee by me, their tribune, and their trust, 
This palliament of white and spotleſs hue; 
Aud name thee in election for the empire, 
With these our late-deceas-4 emperor's sons: 
Pe candidatus then, and put it on, 
And help to set a head on headlels Rome, 

Tit, A better head her glorious body fits, 
Than his, that shakes for age and feeblenels:; 
What! sbould 1 don this robe, and trouble you? 
Be chosen with proclamations to-day ; 
To-morrow, yield up rule, resign my life, 
And set abroad new buzinels for you all? 
Rome, I have been thy soldier forty years, 
And led my country's strength succelsfully; 
And buried one and twenty valiant sons, 
Knighted in field, slain manfully in arms, 
In right and service of their noble country: 
Give me a staff of honour for mine age, 
But not a sceptre to control the world: 
Upright he beld it, lords, that held it last. 

Mar. Titus, thou shalt obtain and ask the em- 

ery. 
Sat, Proud and ambitious tribune, canst thou 
8 tell? — 
Tit. Patience, prince Saturninus. 
Sat. Romans, to me right; — 
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Patricians, draw your swords, and sheath them 
not 
Till Saturninus be Rome's emperor; — 
Audronicus, would thou wert shipp'd to hell, 
Rather than rob me of the people's hearts, 
Luc. Proud Saturninus! interrupter of the good 
That noble-minded Titus means to thee! 
lit. Content thee, prince; I will restore to 
tree 
The people's hearts, and wean them from them- 
selves. 
Bas. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee, 
But honour thee, aud will do till 1 die; 
My faction if thou strengthen with thy friends, 
I will most thankſiul be: and thanks, to men 
Of noble minds, is honourable meed, 
Tit. People of Rome, and people's tribunes 
here, 
Lask your voices, and your suffrages; 
Will you bestow them friendly on Andronicus ? 
Trib, To gratify the good Audronicus, 
And gratulate his safe return to Rome, 
The people will accept whom he admits. 
Tit. Tribunes, I thank you; and this suit I 
: make, 
That you create your emperor's eldest son, 
Lord Saturnine; Whose vittues will, LI hope, 
Reflect on Rome, as Titau's rays on earth, 
And ripea justice in this commou-weal ; 
Then if you will elect by my advice, 
Crown him, and say, — Long live our emperor! 
Mar. With voices and applause of every sort, 
Patricians, and plebelans, we create 
Lord Saturninus, Rome's great emperor; 
And say, — Long live our emperor Saturnine! 
IA long flourish, 
Sat, Titus Andronicus, for thy fayours done 
To us in our election this Gay, 
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J give thee thanks in part of thy deserts, 

And will with deeds requite thy gentleneſs; 

And, for an onset, Titus, to advance 

Thy name, and honourable family, 

Lasinia will I make my emperels, 

Rome's royal mistrels, mistrels of my heart, 

And in the sacred Pantheon her espouse: 

Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion please 
thee? 

Tit. It doth, my worthy lord; and in this 

match, 
T hold me bighly honour'd of your grace: 
Aud here, in sight of Rome, to Saturuine, — 
King and commander of our common-weal, 
The wide world's emperor, — do I consecrate 
My sword, my chariot, and my prisoners; 
Presents well worthy Rome's imperial lord: 
Receive them then, the tribute that I owe, 
Mine bonout's ensigns humbled at thy feet. 

Sat, Thanks, noble Titus, father of my liſe! 

How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts, 
Rome sball record; and, when I do forget 
The Jeast of these unspeahable deserts, 

Romans, forget your fealiy to me. 

{it, Now, mavam, are you prisoner to an em- 

peror ; ſſo Tamora, 
To bim, that for your honour and your state, 
Will use you nobly, and your followers. 

Fat. A goodly lady, trust me; of the hue 
That | would choose, weic I to choose anew. — 
Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance; 
Though chance of war bath wrought this change 
| of cheer, 

Thou com'st not to be made a scorn in Rome: 
Princcly shall be thy usage every way. 

Rest on my word, and let not discontent 

Davnt all your hopes; Madam, be comforts you, 
Can make you greater than the queen of Goths.— 


* 
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Lavinia, you are not displeas'd with this ? 
Lav, Not I, my lord; sith true nobility 
Warrants these words in princely courtesy. 
Sat. Thanks, sweet Lavinia. — Romans, let 
us go: 
Ransomlels here we $set our prisoners free: 
Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and 


drum. 
Bas, Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid is 
mine, [Seizing Lavinia. 


Tit. How, sir? Are you in earnest then, my 
lord ? | 
Bas. Ay, noble Titus; and resolv'd withal, 
To do myself this reason and this right. 
[The emperor courts 'Tamora in dumb she. 


Mar. Suum cuique is our Roman justice: 
This prince in justice seizeth but his own, 
Luc. And that he will, and shall, if Lucius 
live. 
Tit. Traitors, avaunt! Where is the emperor's 
i uard ? 
Treason, my lord; Lavinia is surpriz'd. 
Sat, Surpriz'd ! By whom? 
Bas. By bim that justly may 
Bear his bethroth'd from all the world away. 
[ Exeunt Marcus and Bassianus, with Lavinia, 


Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away, 
And with my sword III keep this door safe. 
[Exeunt Lucius, Quintus, and Martius. 
Tit. Follow, my lord, and I'll soon bring her 
back. 
Mut, My lord, you pals not here, 
Tit. What, viliein boy! 
Barr'st me my way iu Rome? [Titus kills Mutius. 
Mut. Help, Lucius, help! 


— — 
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Re-enter Lucivs. 


Luc. My lord, you are unjust; and, more than 
SO, 
In wrongful quarrel you have slain your son. 
Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any sons of mine; 
My sons would never so dishonour me; 
Traitor, restore Lavinia to the emperor, 
Luc. Dead, if you will; but not to be his 


Wife, 
That is another's lawful promie'd love. [Exit. 
Sat. No, Titus, no; the emperor needs her 
not, 


Not her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock: 
Pl trust, by leisure, bim that mocks me once 
Thee never, nor thy traitorous haughty sons, 
Contederates all thus to dishonour me. 
Was there none else in Rome to make a stale of 
But Saturnine? Full well, Andionicus, 
Agree these deeds with that proud brag of thine, 
That said'st, I begg'd the empire at thy hauds. 
Tit. O monstrous! what No ANA words are 
these ? 
Sat. But go thy ways; go, give that changing 
piece 
To bim that flourish'd for her with his sword: 
A valiant son-in-law thou shalt enjoy; 
One fit to bandy with thy lawlels sons, 
To ruffle in the commonwealth of Rome. 
Tit, These words are razors to my wounded 
heart. 
Sat, And therefore, lovely Tamora, queen of 
Goths, — 
That, like the stately Phoebe *mongst her nymphs, 
Da over-shine the gallant'st dames of Rome, — 
If thou be pleas'd with this my sudden choice, 
Behold, I choose thee, Tamora, for wy bride, 
Aud will create thee emperels of Rome. 
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Speak, queen of Goths, dost thou applaud my 
choice ? | 
And here IT swear by all the Roman Gods, — 
Sith priest and holy water are so near, 
An tapers burn so bright, and every thing 
In readinels for Hymenens stand, — 
] will not re-salute the streets of Rome, 
Or climb my palace, till from ſorth this place 
I lead espous'd my bride along with me. 
Tam, And here, in sight of heaven to Rome I 
swear, 
If Saturnine advance the queen of Goths, 
She will a handmaid be to his desires, 
A loving nurse, a mother to his youth. 
Sat. Ascend, fair queen, Pantheon: — Lords, 
accompany 
Your noble emperor, and his lovely bride, 
Sent hy the heavens for prince Saturnine, 
bose wisdom hath her fortune conquered : 
There shall we consummate our spousal rites, 
[Exeunt SavrurxINUs, and his followers ; 
TAMona, and her sons; AARON and 
Goths, 
Tit. Lam not bid to wait upon this bride; — 
Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone, 
Dishonour'd thus, and challenged of wrongs ? 


Re-enter Mancvs, Lucrus, QuixTus, and 
MAnrius. 


Mar, O, Titus, see, O, sce, what thou hast 
done! 


In a bad quarrel slain a virtuous son. 
Tit, No, foolish tribune, no; no son of 
F mine, — ; 
Nor thou, nor these, conſederates in the deed - 
That hath dishonour'd all our family; 
Uaworthy brother, and unworthy sons! 
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Luc. But let us give him burial, as becomes; 
Give Mutius katie wich our brethren. 

Tit. Traitors, away! he rests not in this tomb, 

This monument five hundred years hath stood, 
Which J have sumptuously re elified :; 
Here none but soldiers, and Rome's servitors, 
Repose in fame; none basely slain in brawls: — 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here, 

Mar. My lord, this is impiety in you: 

My nephew Mutius' deeds do p'-ad for him; 
He must be buried with his brethren. 

Quin. Mart. And shall, or him we will accom- 

any. 

Tit. And shall? What villain was it spoke that 

word ? 

Quin, He _ would youch't in any place but 

ere. 

Tit. What, would you bury him in my de- 

Spight ? 

Mar. No, noble Titus; but entreat of thee 
To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 

Tit. Marcus, even thou hast struck upon my 

crest, 
And, with these boys, mine honour thou hast 
wounded : 
My foes I do repute you every one; 
So trouble me ao more, but get you gone. 
Mart. Ile is not with bimself; let us withdraw. 
Quin, Not I, till Mutius' bones be buried. 
[Marcns and the sons of Titus kugel. 
Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature 


plead. 

Quin. Father, and in that name doth nature 
speak. 

Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the rest will 
speed. 


Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my 
soul, — 
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Luc. Dear fether, soul and substance of us 
all, — 

Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to interr 
His noble nephew here in virtue's nest, 
That died in honour and Lavinia's cause. 
Thon art a Roman, be not barbarous. 
The Greeks, upon advice, did bury Ajax 
That slew himself; and wise Laertes' son 
Did graciously plead for his funerals. 
Let not young Mutius then, that was thy joy, 
Be barr'd bis entrance here, 

Tit. Rise, Marcus, rise: — 
The dismall'st day is this, that e'er I saw, 
To be dishonour'd by my sons in Rome! — 
Well, bury bim, and bury me the next. 

[ Mutius is put into the tomb. 


Luc. There lie thy bones, sweet Mutins, with 
thy friends, 
Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb! — 

All. No man shed tears for noble Mutins 
He lives in fame, that dy'd in virtue's cause. 

Mar. My lord, — to step out of these dreary 

| dumps, — 
How comes it, that the subtle queen of Goths 
Is of a sudden thus advanc'd in Nome? 

Tit. I know not, Marcus; but, I know, it is; 
Whether by device, or no, the heavens can tell: 
Ts sbe not then beholden to the man 
That brought her for this high good turn so far? 
Yes, and will nobly him rcemunerate, 


Flouri;h. Re-enter, at one side, SATURNINUS, at- 
tended; Tamona, Cninos, Drurrnrus and 
Anon: At the other, Bas5tanus, Lavinia, 
and Others. 


Sat. So, Bassianus, you have play'd your prize 
God give you joy, sir, of your gallant bride, 
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Bas. And you of yours, my lord: I say no 
more, 
Nor wisb no leſs; and so I take my leave. 
Sat, Traitor, ik Rome have law, or we have 
power, 
Thou and thy faction shall repent this rape. 
Bas. Rape, call you it, my lord, to seize my 
own, 
My true-betrothed love, and now my wife? 
But let the laws of Nome determine all; 
Mean while I am possest of that is mine. 
Sat. *Tis- good, sir: You are very short with 
us; 
But, if we live, we'll be as sbarp with you. 


Bas. My lord, what I have done, as best T may, 
Answer 1 must, and shall do with my life. 
Only thus much I give your grace to know, — 
By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 

This noble gentleman, lord Titus here, 

Is in opinion, and in honour, wrong'd; 

That, in the rescue of Lavinia, 

With his own hand did slay his youngest son, 
In zeal to you, and highly moy'd to wrath 

To be controPd in that be frankly gave: 
Receive him then to fayour, Saturnine 

That bath expreſs'd himself, in all his deeds, 
A father, and a friend, to thee, and Rome. 


Tit. Prince Bassianus, leave to plead my deeds; 
"Tis thou, and those, that have dishonour'd me: 
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge, 
How | have lov'd and bonour'd Saturnine ! 


Tam. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora 
Were gracious in those JO eyes of thine, 
Ther hear me speak indifferently for all; 
And at my suit, sweet, pardon what is past. 


Sat. What! madam! be dishonour'd opeuly, 
And basely put it up without revenge? 
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Tam, Not so, my lord; The gods of Rome 


forefend, 
T should be author to dishonour you! 
But, on mine honour, dare | undertake 
For good lord Pitus' innocence in all, 


Whose fury, not dissembled, speaks his priefs : 


Then, at my suit, look graciously on him; 
Lose not so noble a friend on vain 8uppose, 


Nor with sour looks afflict his gentle Leart, — 


My lord, be rul'd by me, be won at last,) 
Dissemble all your griefs and discontents ; 
You are but newly planted in your throne; 
Lest then the peopte, and patricians too, 
Upon a just survey, take Titus” part, | 
And so supplant us for ingratitude, 

(VV hich Rome reputes to be a heinous 

sin,) 5 | 


Yield at entreats, and then Jet me alone. ( Aside. 


I'll find a day to massacre them all, 

And raze their faction, and their family, 

The cruel father, and his traiterous sons, 

To whom I sned for my dear son's life; 

And make them know, what tis to let a 

neen 

Kneel in the streets, and beg for grace in 

vain, — | 


Come, come, sweet emperor, — come, Andronicus, 
Take up this good old man, and cheer the heart 


That dies in tempest of thy angry frown, 


Sat. Rise, Titus, rise; my empreſs hath pre- 


vail'd. 


Tit. T thank your majesty, and ber, my lord: 
These words, these looks, infuse new life in me. 


Tam. Titus, LI am incorporate in Rome, 
A Roman now adopted happily, 
And must advise the emperor for his good, 
This day all quarrels die, Andronicus; -— 
And let it be mine honour, good my lord, 
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That I have reconcil'd your friends and you, — 

For you, prince Bassianus, I have past 

My word and promise to the emperor, 

That you will be more mild and tractable, — 

And fear not, lords, — and you, Lavinia; 

By. my advice, all humbled on your knees, 

You shall ask pardon of his majesty. 

Luc. We do; and yow to heaven, and to his 

bighneſs, | 

That, what we did, was mildly, as we might, 

Tend'ring our sister's honour, and our own. 

Mar. That on mine honour here I do protest. 

Sat. Away, and talk not; trouble us no more. — 

Tam. Nay, nay, sweet emperor, we must all 

be friends: 
The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace; 
I will not be denied. Sweet heart, look back. 
Sat. Marcus, for thy sake, and thy brotber's 
here, 
And at my lovely Tamora's entreats, 
I do remit these young men's heinous faults, 
Stand up. 
Lavinia, though you left me like a chur], 
I found a friend; and sure as death I swore, 
I would not part a bachelor from the priest. 
Come, if the emperor's court can feast two brides, 
You are my guest, Laviaia, and your friends; 
This day shall be a love-day, Tamora. 

Tit. To-morrow, an it please your majesty, 
To hunt the panther and the hart with me, 
With horn and hound, we'll give your grace bon- 

our. 

Sat. Be it so, Titus, and gramercy too. 

[ Exeunt, 


ACT 
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AUT: II. SCENE I. 


The same. B-fore the Palace, 


Enter AARON. 


Aar. Now climbeth Tamora Olympus? top, 
Safe out of fortune's shut; and sits aloft, 
Secure of thundet's crack, or lightning flash; 
Advanc'd above pale envy's threatning reach, 
As when the golden sun salutes the morn, 
Aud, having gilt the ocvan with his beams, 
Gallops the zodiack in his glisteriug coach, 
And over-Jooks the highest-peeriag hills; 
So Tamora. — 
Upon her wit doth earthly honour wait, 
And virtue stoops end trembles at her frown. _ 
Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts, 
To mount aloft with thy imperial mistrels, 
And mount her pitch; whom thou in triumph 

long - 

Hast prisoner held, fetterd in amorous chains 
And faster bound to Aaron's charming eyes, 
Than is Prometheus ty'd to Caucasus. 
Away with slavizh weeds, and idle thoughts! 
I will be bright, and shine in peail and gold, 
To wait upon this new-made emperels, 
To wait, said I? to wanton with this queen, 
This goddels, this Semiremis; — this queen, 
This syren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine, 
And see his shipwreck, and his common-weal's. 
Holla! what storm is this? 
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Enter Curnox, and Demerraivs, braving. 


Dem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit 
wants edpe, 

And manners, to intrude where I am grac'd; 

And may, for aught thou know'st, affected be. 
Chi. Demetrius, thou dost over-ween in all; 

And so in this, to bear me down with braves. 

"Tis not the difference of a year, or two, 

Makes me leſs gracious, thee more fortunate; 

Jam as able, and as fit, as thou, 

To serve, and to deserve my mistreſs' grace; 

And that my sword upon thee shall approve, 

And plead my passions for Lavinia's love. 

Aar. Clubs, clubs! these lovers will not keep 
the peace. 

Dem. Why, boy, although our mother, unad- 
vis'd, 

Gave you a dancing-rapier by your side, 

Are you so desperate giown, to threat your 

friends ? : 

Go to; have your lath glued within your sbeath, 

Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chi. ny WHOS, sir, with the little skill I 
ave, 

Full well shalt thou perceive how much I dare. 
Dem. Ay, boy, grow ye so brave? [They draw, 
Aar. Why, how now, lords? 

So near the emperor's palace dare you draw, 

And maintain such a quarrel openly ? 

Full well I wot the ground of all this grudge; 

I would not for a million of gold, 

The cause were known to them it most concerns; 

Nor would your noble mother, for much more, 

Be so dishonour'd in the court of Rome. 

For shame, put up. | 
Dem. Not I; till TI bave sheath'd 

My rapier in his bosom, and, withal, 
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Thrust these reproachful spceches down his 
throat, 


That be hath breath'd in my dishonour here. 


Chi. For that I am prepar'd and full resolv'd,— 
Foul - spoken coward! that thunder'st with thy 
tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing dar'st perform, 
Aar. Away, I say. — 
Now by the gods, that warlike Goths adore, 
This petty brabble will undo us all. — 
Why, lords, — and think you not how dangerous 
Tt is to jut upon a prince's right? 
What, is Lavinia then become 80 loose, 
Or Bassianus so degenerate, 
That for her love such quarrels may be broach'd, 
Without controlment, justice, or revenge? 
Young lords, beware! — an sbould the empreſs 
know 
This discord's ground, the musick would not 
please. 
Chi. J care not, I, knew sbe and all the world; 
T love Lavinia more than all the world. 


Dem. Youngling, learn thou to make some 
meaner choice: 
Lavinia is thine elder brother's hope. 


Aar. Why, are ye mad? or know ye not, in 
Rome 
How furious and impatient they be, 
And cannot brook competitors in love? 
I tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths 
By this device, 
Chi. Aaron, a thousand deaths 
Would IJ propose, to achieve her whom I love. 
Aar. To achieve her! — How? 
Dem, Why mak'st thou it so strange? 
She is a woman, therefore may be woo'd; 
She is a woman, therefore may be won; 
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She is Lavinia, therefore must be loy'd. 
What, man! more water glideth by the mill 
Than wots the miller of; and ensy it is 
Of a cut loaf to steal a «hive, we know: 
"Though Bassiauus be the emperor's brother, 
Better than be have wora Vulcan's badge. 
Aar. Ay, and as good as Saturniaus may. 
[ Ade, 
Dem, Then why should ke despair, that kuows 
to court it 
With words, fair looks, and lilerality ? 
What, hast thou not full often struck a doe, 
And born her cleanly by the keeper's nose? 
Aar. Why then, it scems, some certain snatch 
or 80 
Would serve your turns. 
Chi. Ay, so the turn were serv'd. 
Dem. Aaron, thou hast hit it. 
Har. Would vou had hit it too; 
Then should not we be tir'd with this ado. 
Why, hark ye, hark ye, — And are you such 
fools, | 
To square for this? Would it offend you then 
That both should speed? 
Chi. Faith, not me. 
Dem. Nor me, so | were one. 
Aar. For shame, be friends; and join for that 
. you Jar. 
"Tis policy aud stratagem must do 
That you affect; and so must vou resolve; 
That what you cannot, as you would, achieve, 
You must perforce accomplish as you may. 
Take this of me, Luciece was not more chaste 
Than tbis Laviuia, Bazsiauus' love. 
A speedier course than lingering langnishment 
Must we pursue, and 1 have found the path. 
My lords, a solemn hunting is in hand; 
There will the lovely Roman ladies troop: 
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The forest walks are wide and spacious; 
An many unfrequented plots there are, 
Fitted by kind for rape and villainy: 
Single you tbither then this dainty doe, 
And $tiike her home by force, if not by words: 
Ti way, or not at all, stand you in hope. 
Come, come, our empreſs, with her sacred wit, 
To villsiuy and vengeance consecrate, 
Wit we acquaint with al! that we intend; 
And she shall file our engines with advice, 
That will not enffer yon to square yourse] ves, 
But to your wishes“ height advance you both, 
Ihe emperor's court is like the house of fame, 
he palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears: 
The woods are ruthlels, dreadful, deaf, and dull; 
There speak, and strike, brave boys, and take 
your turns: a 
There serve your lust, shadow'd from heaven's 
eye 
And revel in Lavinia's treasury. 
Chi. Thy counsel, lad, smells of no cowardice, 
Dem. Sit fas aut nef as, til! I find the stream 
To cool this heat, a charm to calm these fits, 
Per Styga, per manes vehior. — [Excunt, 


„ n IH 


A Forest near Rome. A Lodge seen at a distance, 
Horns, and cry of hounds, heard. 


Enter Titus AnDRrovNICUs, with Hunters, etc. NARcUs, 
Lucrvs, QuinTys, and MAnrius. | 


r ac 


Tit. The hunt is up, the morn is bright and 
rey, | 
The fields are fragrant, and the woods are green ; 
Uncouple here, and let us make a bay, 


. - — 
— 


2 — — — 332818 — 
— — — 
b - 
- 


== 


"= 


- a * - 
- —__— —_ 


———— 


| Se Sm Sv — 
== 


5 aw 


28 TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


And wake the emperor, and his lovely bride, 
And rouse the prince; and ring a bunter's pe. \, 
That all the court may echo with the noise. 
Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours, 

To tend the emperor's person catefully : 

I have been troubled in my sleep this night, 


But dawning day new comfort hath inspir'd. 


Horns wind a peal. Enter SaTurxItxus, Tamona, 


Bass1axus, Lavisia, Cuiron, Dumertrivus, 
and Attendants. 


Tit. Many good morrows to your majesty ; — 
Madam, to you as many and as good: — 
I promised your grace a hunter's peal. 
Sat. And you 8 rung it lustily, my lords, 
Somewhat too early for new-married ladies. 
Bas. Lavinia, how 8ay you? 
Lav. I say, no; 
I have been broad awake two hours and more. 
Sut, Come on then, horse and cbariots let us 
have, 


And to our sport: — Madam, now shall ye see 
Our Roman hunting. [to Tamora. 
Mar. I have dogs, my lord, 
Will 1ouse the proudest panther in the chase, 
And climb the highest promontory top. 
Tit. And I have horse will follow where the 
ame 
Makes way, and run like swallows o'er the plain. 
Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horse 
nor hound, 


But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. 
£ [ Exeunt. 
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e III. 


A desart part of the forest. 
Enter AA n oN, with. a bag of gold. 


Aar, He, that bad wit, would think, that T 
had none, 


To bury so much gold under a tree, 

And aever after to inherit it. 

Let him, that thinks of me so abjectly, 
Know, that this gold must coin a stratagem z 
Which, -cunningly effected, will beget 

A very excellent piece of villainy ; 

And so repose, sweet gold, for their unrest, 


[ hides the gold. 


That have their alms out of the empreſs“ chest. 


Enter TamonaA. 


Tam. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look'st thou 
sad, 

When every thing doth make a gleeful boast? 
The birds chaunt melody on every bush; 
The snake lies rolled in the cheerful sun; 
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind, 
And make a chequer'd sbadow on the ground: 
Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us sit, 
And — whilst the babling echo mocks the hounds, 
Rep)ying sbrilly to the well-tun'd horns, 
As if a double hunt were heard at once, — 
Let us sit down, and mark their yelling noise: 
And — after conflict, such as was suppos'd 
The wanderiog prince and Dido once enjoy'd, 
When with a happy storm they were surpriz'd, 
And curtain'd with a counsel-keeping cave, — 
We may, each wreathed in the other's arms, 
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Our pastimes done, possels a golden slumber; 
Wbiles hounds, and horns, and sweet meiodious 
: birds, 
Be unto us, as is a nurse's dong 
Of lullaby, to bring ber babe as! !eep. 
Aar. Madam, though Venus govern your de- 
sires, 
Saturn is dominator oer mine: 
What ::gnilies my degdly-standing eye, 
My silence, and my dloudy melancholy ? 
My fleece of -w oolly hair, that now uncnrls, 
F.ven as an adder, when she doth unroll 
To dv some fatal execution? 
No, ma am, these are no venereal signs; 
Vengeance is in my beart, death in my hand, 
Blood and revenge are hammering in my heed. 


Hark, Tamors, — the emprets of wy soul, 
VV nich never hopes mote heaven than rests in 
thee, — 


This-is the day of doom for Bassianus; 
His Philomel must lose her tongue to-day: 
Thy sons wake pillage of her chastity. 
And Wash their hands in Basslauus' blood. 
Seest thou this I-tie: ? take it up, I pray thee, 
And give the king this far 'al-plotted scroll: — 
Now question me ne more, we are espied; 
Here comes a Parcel of our hopefu! booty, 
Which dreads not yet their lives? destruction. 
Tam. Ah, my s et Nloor, sweeter to me than 
Ife! 
Aar. No more, great empreſs, Bassianus comes: 
Be criol> with him; „an go fetch thy sons 
To back thy quarrels, a er they be. {LEatt. 


Enter Bass1anus, and LAVINTA, 


Bas. Who have we here? Rome's royal empe- 
rels, 
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Unfurnish'd of her well-beseeming troop ? 
Or is it Dian, hahited like her; 

Who hath abandoned her holy groves, 
To see the general hunting ia this forest? 


Tam. Saucy controller of our private steps! 
Had I the power, that, some say,. Dian had, 
Thy temples should be plonte! prezently 
With horns, as was Actacon's; and the hovnds 
Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs, 
Unmannerly intruder as thou act! 


Lav. Under your patience, gentle emperels, 
"T's thought you have a goodly gift in horning; 
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you 
Are singled forth to try experiments: 
love sbield your husband from his hounds to-day! 
'Tis pity, they should take him for a stag. 


Bag. Believe me, queen, your swa arth Cime 
merian | 

Dotb make your honour of his body's hue, 
Spotted, detested, and abominable, 
Why are you séquester'd from all your train? 
Dismounted from your snow-white goodly steed, 
And wander'd bither to an obscure plot, 
Accompanied with a barbarous Moor, 
It foul desire had not conducted you? 


Lav. And, being intercepted in your sport, 
Great reason that my noble lord be rated 
For saucinels. — I pray you, let us hence, 
And let her joy her raven-colour'd love; 
This valley ſits the purpose passing well. 


Bas. The king, my brother, shall have notice 
of this. 


Lav. Ay, for these slips have made him noted 


long: 


Good king! to be 80 michtily abus'd! | 
Tam, Why have I patience to endure all this ? 
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Enter Cninox, and Dxxurrnius. 


Dem. Uow now, dear sovereign, and our gra- 
cious mother, 
Why doth your highneſs look so pale and wan? 
Tam. Have I not reason, think you, to look 
ale? 
These two bore” 'tic'd me hither to this place, 
A barren detested vale, you see, it is: 
The trees, though summer, yet forlorn and lean, 
O'ercome with moſs, and baleful misletoe. 
Here never »hives the 8un; here nothing breeds, 
Unleſs the nightly owl. or fatal raven, 
And, when they sbew'd me this abhorred pit, 
They told me, here, at dead time of the night, 
A thonsand fiends, a thousand hissing snakes, 
Tea thousand swelling toads, as many urchins, 
Would make such fearful and confused cries, 
As any mortal body, hearing it, 
Should straight fall mad, or else die suddenly. 
No sooner had they told this hellish tale, 
But straight Buy told me, they would bind me 
ere 
Unto the body of a dismal yew; 
And leave me to this miserable death. 
And then they call'd me, foul adultereſs, 
Lascivious Goth, and all the bitterest terms 
That ever ear did hear to such effect. 
And, bad yon not by wondrons fortune come, 
This vengeance on me bad they executed: 
Revenge it, as you love your mother's life, 
Or be ye not henceforth call'd my children. 
Dem. 1 his is a witneſs that I am thy son. 
[stabs Bassianus. 
Chi. And this for me, struck home to sbew my 
strength, [stabbing him lihewise. 
Lav. Ay come, Semiramis, — nay, barbarous 
| | Tamora ! 
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For no name fits thy nature but thy own! 
Tam. Give me thy poniard; you $hall know, 


my boys, 
Your mother's hand shall right your mother's 
wrong. 
Dem. — madam, here is more belongs to 
er; 


First, thrasb the corn, then after burn the stravy ; 

This minion stood upon her chastity, 

Upon her nuptial vow, her loyaity, 

And with tbat painted hope braves your mighti- 
nels; 

And shall she carry this unto her grave? 

Chi. An if she do, I would 1 were an eunuch. 
Drag hence her husband to some secret hole, 
And make bis dead trunk pillow to our lust. 

Tam. But when you have the honey you 

desire, 
Let not this wasp ontlive, us both to sting. 

Chi. I warrant you, madam; we will make 

that sure. — 
Come, mistreſs, now perforce we will enjoy 
That nice-preserved honesty of yours. 

Lav. O Tamora! thou bear'st a woman's 

fece, — 

Tam, I will not hear her speak; away with 

her. 

Lav. Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a 

word. $728 ITED 

Dem. Listen, fair madam: Let it be your 

glory, 
To see her tears; but be your heart to them, 
As unrelenting flint to drops of rain. 

Lav. When did the tyger's young ones teach 
| the dam? 

O, do not learn ber wrath ; she taught it thee: 
The milk, thou suck'dst from her, did turn to 
marble; 
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ven at thy teat thou hast thy tyranny, — 
Yet every mother breeds not sons alike; 
Do thou entreat her shew a woman pity. 
[to Cirrnox. 
Chi, What! woulll'st thou have me prove my- 
self a bastard? 
Lav. Tis true; the raven doth not batch a 
lark : 
Yet have I heard, (O could IT Hud it now!) 
The lion, mov'd with pity, did endure 
To hare bis princely paws par'd all away. 
Some $ay, that ravens foster forlorn children, 
The widke their own birds famish in their nests: 
O, be to me, thongh thy hard heart say wo, 
Nothing so kind, but something pitiful! i 
Tam. I know not what it means; away with 
her. 
Lav. O, let me teach thee: for my father's 
sake, 
That gave thee life, when well he might have 
slain thee, 
Be not'obQurate, open thy deaf ears. 
Tam. Hadst thou in person ne'er offended me, 
Even for his sake am T pililels: — 
Remember, boys, I pom'd forth tears in vain, 
To save your brother from the sacrificc ; 
But fierce Andronicus would not relent;. 
Therefore away with her, and use her as you 
will; 
The worse to ubr. the better lov'd of me. 
Lav. O Tamora, be call'd a gentle queen, 
And with thine own Kands kill me in this N 
For 'tis not life, that T have begg'd so long 
Poor T was slain, when Bassianus dy'd. 
Tam, What bego'st thuu then? foud woman, 
let ine £0. 
"'Lav. Tis present death I beg; and one thing 
more, 
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That womanbood dentes my tongue to tell; 

O, keep me from their worse thau killing lust, 
Aud tumble me into some loathsome pit; 
Where never man's eye may behold my body: 
Do this, and be a charitable murderer. 


Tam. So shöuld 1 rob my sweet sons of their 
fee; 
No, let them satisfy their lust on thee. 
Dem. Away; for thou hast staid us here too 
long. 
Lay. No grace? no womanhood? A heast!y 
creaure ! 
The blot and enemy to our generel name! 
Confusion fal! — 


Chi. Nay, then III stop your mouth: — Bring 
thou her husbaud; 
[dragging off LAvIxTA. 
This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him. 
[ Eveunt, 


Tam. Farewe), my sons: see, that you make 
her sure: 


Ne'er let my heart know merry cheer indeed, 
Till all the Andronici be made gwav. 

Now will T hence to seek my lovely Moor, 
And let my spleenful sons this trull deſlow'r. 


[Ex its 


35 


SCENE IV. 


The same. 


Enter AARON, with QuixnTUs and Manrtus. 


Aar. Come on, my lords; the better foot 
before : | 
Straight will I bring you to the loatbsome pit, 
Wheie I espy'd the panther fast asleep. 
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Quin, My sight is very dull, whate'er it bodes. 
Mart. And mine, I promise you; wer't not for 
| shame, | 
Well could I leave our sport to sleep a while. 
[Manrirs falls into the pit. 
Quin, What, art thou fallen? What subtle hole 
1s this, 
Whose mouth is covcr'd with rude - growing 
briars ; 
Upon whose leaves are drops of new-shed blood, 
As fresh as mornig's dew distilVd on flowers? 
A very fatal place it seems to me: — 
Speak, brother, hast thou hurt thee with the fall? 
Mart O, brother, with the dismallest object 
That ever eve, with sight, made heart lament. 
Aar. [Aside] Now will I fetch the king to find 
them here; 
That be thereby may have a likely gueſs, 
How these were they, that made away his bro» 


ther. [Exit AARON. 
> Mart. Why dost not comfort me, and help me 
out 


From this unhallow'd and blood-stained hole? 
uin. Lam surprized with an uncouth fear: 
A chilling sweat oe'r-runs my trembling joints; 
My heart suspects more than mine eye can see. 
Mart. To prove thou hast a true-divining heart, 
Aaron and thou look down into this den, 
And see a fearful sight of blood and death, 
Quin. Aaron is gone; and my compassionate 
heart 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold 
The thing, whereat it trembles by surmise: 
O, tell me how it is; for ne'er till now 
Was I a child, to fear | know not what. 
Mart. Lord Bassianus lies embrewed here, 
All on a heay, like to a slaughter'd lamb, 


In this detested, dark, blood-drinking pit. 
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Quin, If 1 * dark, how dost thou know ' tis 
e 
Mart. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
A precious 1ing, that lighteas all the hole, 
Which, like a taper in some monument, 
Doth shine upon the dead man's earthy cheeks, 
And shews the ragged entrails of this pit: 
So pale did shine the moon on Pyramus, 
When he by night lay bath'd in maiden blood. 
O brother, belp me with thy fainting band, — 
If fear bath made thee faint, as me.it hath, — 
Out of this fell devouring receptacle, 
As hatefu] as Cocitus' misty mouth. 
Quin, Reach me thy hand, that I may help 
thee out; 
Or, wanting strength to do thee so much good, 
J may be pluck'd into the swallowing womb 
Of this deep pit, poor Bassianus' grave. 
I have no strength to pluck thee to tbe brink, 
Mart. Nor I no strength to climb without thy 
help. 
Quin, Thy hand once more; I will not looss 
again, 
Till thou art here aloft, or I below : 
Thou canst not come to me, I come to thee. 


[ falls in. 


Enter Sarunxixus, and AARON. 


Sat. Along with me: — Il see what hole is 
here, 
And what he is, that now is leap'd into it. — 
Say, who art thou, that lately didst descend 
Into this gaping bollow of the earth? 
Mart. The unhappy son of old Andronicus; 
Brought hither in a most unlucky hour, 
To find thy brother Bassianus dead. 
Sat. My brother dead? I know, thou dost but 
jest: 
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He and bis lady both are at the lodge. 
Uyon the north sid- of this pleasant chase; 
Tis not an hour since I left him there. 
Mart We know not where you left bim all 
alive, 
But, out alas! bere have we found him dead. 


Enter Tawora, with Attendants; Titus Axpno- 
NiICUs, and LuGrvs. 


Tam. Where is my lord, the king? 
Sat, Here, Tamoraz; though griev 4 with killing 
rief. 
Tam. Where is thy brother Bassianus ? 
Sat. Now to the bottom dost thou search my 
wound; | 
Poor Bassianus here lies murdered. 

Tam. Then all too late I bring this fatal writ, 

[giving a letter. 


The complot of this timeleſs tragedy ; 
And wonder greatly, that man's face can fold 
In pleasing smiles such murderous tyranny. 
Sat. [read-.} An if we miſs to meet him hand- 
Somely, — 
Sweet hiuntsman, Bastanus "tis, we mean, — 
Do thou so much as dis the grave for him; 
Thou knou's our meaning; Look for thy reward 
Among the nettles at the elder tree, 
Which overs:lindes the meuth of that same pit, 
Where we decreed to oury Bosstianus. 
Do t hi L, and pur chase Us thy Lit eng fr tends, 
O, Vamora! was ever heard the like? 
This is the pit, and this the elder tree: 
Look, sits, if you can find the huntsman out, 
That „hon * have murder'd Bassianus bere. 
Aar. My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold. 


| [Shewing it. 


Hat, 
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Sat. Two of thy whelps, [to Tit.] fell curs of 
bloody kind, | 
Have here bereft my brother of his life: —- 
Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prison; 
There let them bide, until we have devis'd 
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them. 
Tam. * wag they in this pit? O wondrous 
thing! 
How easily W JA is discovered! 
Tit. High emperor, upon my feeble knee 
I beg this boon, with tears not lightly shed, 
That this fell fault of my accursed sons, 
Accursed, if the fault be prov'd in them, — 
Sat, If it be prov'd! you see, it is apparent, — 
Who found this letter? Tamora, was it you? 
Tam. Andronicus himself did take it up. 
Tit. I did, my lord: yet let me be their bail; 
For by my fatue:'s reverend tomb, I vow, 
They shall be icady at yuur highnels' will, 
To answer their suspicion with their lives. 
Sat, Thou shalt not bail them; see, thou fol - 
low me. 7 1 
Some bring the murder'd body, some the mur- 
derers: | 
Let them not speak a word, the guilt is plain; 
For, by my soul, were there worse end than 
death, 
That end upon them should be executed, 
Tam. Andronicus, I will entreai the king; 
Fear not thy sons, they shall do well enough. 
Tit. Come, Lucius, come; stay not to talk 
with them. 


[Exeunt severally, 
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SCENE V. 


The same. 


Enter Dr urrntus and Citrron, with T,avintA, ravish'd; 
ler hands cut off, and her tongue cut out. 


Dem. So, now po tell, an if thy tongue can 
speak, 
Who 'twas that cut thy tongue, and ravish'd thee. 
Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy mean- 
ing $0; | | 
And, if thy stumps will let thee, play the scribe. 
Dem. See, how with' signs and tokens she can 
«cowl. 
Chi. Go home, call for sweet water, wash thy 
hands. 
Dem- She bath no tongue to call, nor hands to 
wash; 
And so let's leave her to ber silent walks. 
Chi. An *twere my case, | should go hang my- 
self. 
Dem. If thou hadst hands to help thee knit the 
cord, 
[Exeunt DemeTrius and Cninox- 


Enter Mancvs. 


Mar, Who's this, — my niece, that flies away 

80 fast? 

Cousin, a word; Where is your husband? — 

If I do dream, would all my wealth would wake 
me! 

Tf Ido wake, some planet strike me down, 

That I may slumber in eternal sJeep! — 

Speak, gentle niece, Wbt stern ungentle hands 


Have lopp'd, aud hew'd, and made thy body bare 
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Of her two branches? those sweet ornaments, 
Whose circling shadows kings bave sought to 
| Sleep in; 

And might not gain so great a bappineſs, | 

As balf thy love? Why dost not speak to me? — 

Alas, a crimson river of warm blood, 

Like to a bubbling fountain stirr'd with wind, 

Doth rise and fall between thy rosed lips, 

Coming and going with thy honey breath, 

But, sute, some Terens hath defloured thee; 

And, lest thou should'st detect him, cut thy 
tongue. f 

Ah, now thou turn'st awav tby face for shame! 

And, notwithstanding all this loſs of blood, — 

As from a conduit with their issuing spouts, — 

Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titan's face, 

Blushing to be encounter'd with a cloud. 

Shall I speak for thee? shall I say, 'tis 80? 

(), that | knew thy heart; and knew the beast, 

That I might rail at him to ease my mind! 

Sorrow concealed, like an oven stopp'd, 

Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is. 

Lair Philomela, she but lost her tongue, 

And in a tedious sampler sew'd her mind: 

But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee; 

A craftier Tereus hast thou met withal, 

And he hath cut those pretty fingers off, 

That could have better :ew'd than Philomel. 

O, had the monster seen those lily hands 

Tremble, like aspen leaves, upon a Jute, 

And make the silken strings delight to kiſs them; 

He would not then have touch'd them for his 

| lite: 

Or, had he heard the heavenly harmony, 

Which that sweet tongue hath made, _ _ 

1e would have dropp'd his knife, and fell asleep, 

As Cerberus at the Thracian poet's feet. | 

Come, let us go, and make thy father blind; 


II h 2 


42 TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


For such a sight will blind a father's eye: 

One hour's storm will drown the fragrant meads 

What will whole months of tears thy fatber's 
eyes? 

Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee; 

O, could our mourning ease thy misery! [Exeunt. 


ACT III. SCENE! I. 


Rome. A Street. 


Enter Senators, T'ribunes, and Officers of justice, with 
Manrtius and QuintTus, bound passing on to the 
place of execution; Tirus going before, pleading. 


Tit. Hear me, grave fathers! noble tribunes, 
otay ! 

For pity of mine age, whose youth was spent 
In dangerous wars, whilst you securely slept; 
For all my blood in Rome's great quarrel shed; 
For all the frosty nights that I have watch'd; 
And for these bitter tears, which now you see 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks; 
Be pitiful to my condemned sous, 
Whose souls are not corrupted as 'tis thought! 
For two and twenty sons I never wept, 
Because they died in honour's lofty bed. 
For these, these, tribunes, in the dust T write 


[throwing himself on the ground. 


My beart's deep languor, and my soul's sad tears. 
Let my tears stanch the earth's dry appetite; 
My sons“ sweet blood will make it shame and 
ot blush. [ Exeunt Senators, Tribunes, etc. 
with the prisoners. 
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O earth! T will befriend thee more with rain, 
That shall distil from these two ancient urns, 
Than youthful April shall with all bis showers : 
In summer's drought, I'll drop upon thee still; 
In winter, with warm tears I'll melt the snow, 
And keep eternal spring-time on thy face, 

So thou refuse to Irink my dear sons' blood. 


Enter Lucius, with his sword drawn, 


O, reverend tribunes! O gentle aged men! 
Unbind my sons, reverse the doom of death; 
And let me say, that never wept before, 
My tears are now prevailing orators. 
Luc. O, noble father, you lament in vain; 
The tribunes hear you not, no man is by, 
And you recount your sorrows to a stone. 
Tit. Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead: 
Grave tribunes, once more I entreat of you, 
Luc. My gracious lord, no tribune hears you 
speak. 
Tit. Why, 'tis no matter, man: if they did 
ear, 
They would not mark me; or, if they did mark, 
All bootleſs unto them, they would not pity me, ; 
Therefore I tell my sorrows to the stones; 
Who, though they cannot answer my distreſs, 
Yet in some sort they're better than the tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my tale: 
When I do weep, they humbly at my feet 
Receive my tears, and seem to weep with me; 
And, were they but attired in grave weeds, 
Rome could afford no tribune fire to these. 
A stone is soft as wax, tribunes more hard than 
stones: 
A stone is silent, and offendeth not; 8 
And tribunes with their tongues doom men to 
death. 


= — ww - — — 
* A. —— — — 


— — gu — ; - 
* * 9 


44 TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


But wherefore stand'st thou with thy weapon 
drawn? 

Luc. To rescue my two brothers from their 

| death : 
For which attempt, the judges bave pronounc'd 
My everlasting doom of banishment. 

Tit. O happy man! they have befriended thee. 
Why, foolish Lucius, dost thou not perceive, 
That Rome is but a wildernels of tygers? 

Tygers must prey; and Rome affords no prey, 
But me and mine: How happy art thou then, 
From these devourers to be bavished ? 

But who comes with our brother Marcus here? 


Enter Marcus and Lavinia. 


Mar. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep; 
Or, if not so, thy noble heart to break; 
] bring cousuming sorrow to thine age. 
Tit. Will it consume me? let me see it then. 
Mar, This was thy daughter. 
Tit. Why, Marcus, so she is, 
Luc. Ab me! this object kills me! 
Tit. Faint - hearted boy, arise, and look upon 
her: — 
Speak, my Lavinia, what accursed hand 
Hath made thee bandleſs in thy father's fight? 
What fool bath added water to the sea? 
Or brought a faggot to b:ight-burning Troy? 
My grief was at the height, before thou cam'st, 
And now like Nilus, it disdaineth bonnds, — 
Give me a sword, II chop off my hands too; 
For they bave fought for Rome, and all in vain; 
And they have nurs'd this woe, in feeding life; 
In bootleſs prayer bave they been held up, 
And they have serv'd me to effectlels use: 
Now, all the service I require of them 
Is, that the one will belp to cut the other. — 
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"Tis well, Lavinia, that thou hast no hands; 
For hands, to do Rome service are but vain. 


Luc. Speak, gentle sistet, who hath martyr'd 

thee ? 

Mar. O, that delightful engine of her,thoughts, 
That blab'd them with such pleasing eloquence, 
Is torn trom forth that pretty hollow cage: 
Where, l:ke a sweet melodious bird, it zung 
Sweet vary'd notes, enchanting every ear! 

Luc. O, say thou for her, who bath done this 

deed ! 

Mar. O, thus I found her, straying ia the park, 
Secking to hide her-elf; as doth the deer, 
That hath receiv'd some unrecuring wound, 

Tit. It was my deer; aud he, that wounded 

her, 
Hath hurt me more, than had he kill'd me dead: 
Yor now I $stand as one upon a rock, 
Euviron'd with a wilderneſs of sea 
Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by 
wave, 

F.xpecting ever when some envious surge 
Will in his brinish bowels swallow him. 
This way to death my wretched sons are gone; 
Here stands my other son, a banish'd man; 
And here my brother, weeping at my woes ; 
But that, which gives my soul the g:eatest spurn, 
Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my soul. — 
Had L but seen thy picture in this plight, 
It would have madded me; What shall I do 
Now | bebold thy lively body so? 
Thou hast no hands, to wipe away thy tears; 
Nor tongue, to tell me who hath martyr'd thee: 
Thy husbaud he is dead; and, for his death, 
Thy brothers are condemn'd, and dead by this: — 
Look, Marcus! ah, son Lucius, look on her! 
When I did name ber brothers, then fresh tears 
Stood on her checks; as doth the honey dew 
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Upon a gather'd lily almost wither'd. | 
Mar. Perchance, she weeps because they kill'd 
| | her husband: 
Perchance, because sbe knows them innocent. 
Tit, If they did kill thy husband, then be joy- 
ful, 
Because the law hath ta'en revenge on them. — 
No, no, they would not do so foul a deed; 
Witnels the sorrow, that their sister makes. — 
Gentle Lavinia, let me kiſs thy lips; 
Or make some sign how I may do thee ease: 
Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius, 
And thou, and I, sit round about some fountain; 
Looking all downwards, to behold our cheeks 
How they are stain'd; like meadows, yet not dry 
With miry slime left on them by a flood? 
And in the fountain sball we gaze so long, 
Till the fresh taste be taken from that clearneſs, 
And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears ? 
Or shall we cut away our bands, like thine? 
Or $hall we bite our tongues, and in dumb shows 
Paſs the remainder of our hateful days ? 
V hat sball we do? let us, that have our tongues, 
Plot some device of further misery, 
To make us wonder'd at in time to come. 
Ju. Sweet father, cease your tears; for, at 
your grief, 
Sce, how my wretched sister sobs and weeps. 
Mar. Patience, dear niece: — good Titus, dry 
thine eyes. 
Tit. Ah, Marcus, Marcus! brother, well I wot, 
Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine, 
For thou, poor man, hast drown'd it with thine 
own, 
Luc. Ah, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy cheeks. 
Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark! I understand her 
| signs: 
ad she a A to speak, now would she say 
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That to her brother which I said to thee; 
His napkin, with his true tears all bewet, 
Can do no service on ber sorrowful cheeks, 
O, what a sympathy of woe is this! 

As far from help as limbo is from bliſs, 


Enter AARON. 


Aar. Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor 
Sends thee this word, — that if thou love thy 
sons, 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyself, old Titus, 
Or any one of you, chop off your band, 
And send it to the king: he for the same, 
Will send thee hither both thy sons alive; 
And that shall be the ransom for their fault. 
Tit. O, gracious emperor! 0, gentle Aaron! 
Did ever raven sing so like a lark, 
That gives sweet tidings of the sun's uprise? | 
With all as * I'll send the emperor my 
and ; 
Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off? 
Luc. Stay, father; for that noble hand of thine, 
That hath thrown down so many enemies, 
Shall not be sent; my hand will serve the turn: 
My youth can better spare my blood than you; 
And therefore mine shall save my brothers” lives. 
Mar. Which of your bands bath not defended 
| Rome, . 
And rear'd aloft the bloody battle-ax, 
Writing destruction on the enemy's castle ? 
O, none of both but are of high desert: 
My band hath been but idle; , it serve 
To ransom my two nephews from their death; 
Then have I kept it to a worthy end. 
Aar. Nay, _ agree, whose hand shall go 
| along, 43 
For fear they die before their pardon come. 
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Mar. My baud sball go. 
Luc. By heaven, it sball not go. 
Tit. Sirs, strive no more; such wither'd herbs 
as these 
Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 
Luc. Sweet father, if I sball be thought thy 
son, 
Let me redeem my brothers both from death. 
Mar. And, for our fatber's sake, and motber's 
T1; + care, | 
Now let me shew a brother's love to thee. 
Jit. Agree between you; I will spare my 
band. 
Luc. Then [I'll go fetch an axe. 
Mar, But 1 will use tbe axe. 
[ Exeunt Lucivs and Mancus. 


Tit. Come hither, Aaron; I'll deceive them 
both ; 
Lend me thy band, and I will give thee mine. 
Aar. If that be calFd deceit, I will be honest, 
And never, whilst 1 live, deceive men 80; — 
But Vil deceive you in another sort, 
Aud that you'll say, ere half an hour paſs. 
[ Aside. 
[He cuts off Titus's hand. 


Enter Lucius, and Mancus. 


Tit. Now, stay your strife; what shall be, is 
dispatch'd, — | 
Good Aaron, give his majesty my hand; 
I el} him, it was a band that warded him 
From thousand dangers; bid him bury it; 
Note hath it merited, that let it have. 
A3 for my sons, say, I account of them 
Ax jewels purchas'd at an easy price; 
And yet dear too, because I bought mine own. 
Aar, I go, Andronicus; and for thy band, 
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Look by and by to have thy sons with thee: — 
Their heads, I mean. — O, how this villainy + 
| | | a [Aside. 
Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it! 
Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace, 
Aaron will have his soul black like his face. 
| Exit. 


Tit. O, here I lift this one hand up to 


heaven, 
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth: 
If any power pities wretched tears, 
To that I call: -— What, wilt thou kneel with 


me? N [to Lavinia. 
Do then, dear heart; for heaven shall hear our 
prayers; 


Or with our sighs we'll breathe the welkin dim, 

And stain the sun with fog, as sometime clouds, 

When they do hug bim in their melting bosoms. 
Mar. O! brother speak wich possibilities, 

And do not break into these deep extremes. 
Tit. Is not my sorrow deep, Fern no bot- 

tom? 

Then be my passions bottomleſs with them. 
Mar. But yet let reason govern thy lament. 
Tit. If there were reason for these miseties, 

Then into limits could I bind my woes: 

When beaven doth weep, doth not the earth 

o'erflow ? | 

Tf the winds rage, doth not the sea wax mad, 


Threat'ning the welkin with his big-swoln face? 


And wilt thou have a reason for this coil? 
I am the sea; hark, how her sighs do blow! 
She is the weeping welkin, I the earth: 
Then must my sea be moved with her sighs; 
Then must my earth with her continual tears 
Become a deluge, overllow'd and drown'd: 
For why ? my bowels cannot bide her woes, 
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But like a drunkard must I vomit them. 
Then give me leave; for losers will have leave 
To ease their stomachs with their bitter tongues. 


Enter a Messenger, with two heads and a hand. 


Mess. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repay'd 
For that good hand thou $ent'st the emperor. 
Here are the heads of thy two noble sons; 
And here's thy band, in scorn to thee sent 

| back ; 
Thy griefs their sports, thy resolution mock'd: 
That woe is me to think upon thy woes, 
More than remembrance of my father's death. 
[ Exit. 


Mar. Now let hot Aetna cool in Sicily, 
And be my heart an ever-burning hell! 
These miseries are more than may be borne! 
To weep with wa that weep doth ease some 
deal, 
But sorrow flouted at is double death. 
Luc. Ah, that this sight should make 80 deep 
2 wound, 
And yet detested life not shrink thereat! 
That ever death should let life bear his name, 
Where life hath no more interest but to breaths! 
[ Lavinia kisses him. 


Mar. Alas, poor heart, that kiſs is comfort- 
leſs, eng 
As frozen water to a starved snake. 
Tit. When will this fearful slumber have an 


end? a 
Mar. Now, farewel, flattery: Die, Androni- 
| cus; 
Thou dost not slumber: see, thy two sons“ 
beads; 


Thy warlike band; thy mangled daughter here; 


* 
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Thy otber banish'd son, with this dear. sight 
Struck pale and bloodleſs; and tby brother, I, 
Even like a stony image, cold and numb, 
Ah! now no more will I control thy griefs: 
Rent off thy silver hair, thy other hand 
Gnawing with * teeth; and be this dismal 
sight 
The closing a. of our most wretched eyes! 
Now is a time to storm; why art thou still? 
Tit. Ha, ba, ba! 455 2 
Mar. Why dost thou laugh! it fits not with 
this hour. | 
Tit. Why, I have not another tear to shed: 
Besides, this sorrow is an enemy, | 
And would usurp upon my watry eyes, 
And make them blind with tributary tears; 
Then which way sball I find revenge's cave? 
For these two heads do seem to speak to me; 
And threat me, I shall never come to blils, 
Till all these mischiefs be return'd again, 
Even in their throats that have committed them. 
Come, let me sce what task I have to do, — 
You heavy people, circle me about; 
That I may turn me to each one of you, 
And swear unto my soul to right your wrongs, 


The vow is made. — Come, brother, take a 


head ; 
And in this hand the other will I bear: 
Lavinia, thou shalt be employed in these things; 
Bear thou my one, Sweet wench, between thy 
teeth. | i f 
As for thee, boy, go, get thee from my sight; 
Thou art an exile, and thou must not stay: 
Hie to the Gothe, and raise an army there: 
And, if you love me, as I think you do, 
Let's kiſs and part, for we have much to do. 
CExeunt Titus, Marcus, and Lavinia. 
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Luc. Farewel, Andronicus, my noble father; 
The woeful'st man that ever liv'd in Rome! 
Farewel, proud Rome! till Lucius come again, 
He leaves his pledges dearer than his life, 
Farewel, Lavinia, my noble sister; 

O, *would thou wert as thou 'tofore hast beea! 
But now nor. Lucius, nor Lavinia lives, 

But in oblivion, and hateful griefs. | 

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs; 
And make prond Saturnine and his empreſs 
Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and bis queen. 
Now will I to the Goths, and raise a power, 
To be reveng'd on Rome and Saturnine. | Exit. 


SCENE II. 


A Room. in Titus's House. A banquet get out. 


Enter Tirus, Marcus, Lavinia, and young Lucius, 
a boy. 


Tit. So, so; now sit: and look, you eat no 
more 
Than will preserve just so much strength in us 
As will revenge these bitter woes of ours. 
Marcus, unknit that sorrow-wreathen knot; 
Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our hands 
And cannot passionate our tenfold grief | 
With folded arms. This poor right hand of 
| mine 
Is left to tyrannize upon my breast; 
And when my heart, all mad with misery, 
Beats in this hollow prison of my flesb, 
Then thus I thump it down. — | 
Thou map of woe, that thus dost talk in signs! 
| | [to Lavinia. 
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When thy poor heart beats with outrageous 
: b-ating, 
Thou canst not Hike it thus to make it still. 
Wound it with sig\-1ag, girl, kill it with groaus; 
Or get some little knife between thy teeth, 
Aud jast against thy heart make thou a bole; 
That all the tears that thy poor e-es let fall, 
May run into that sink, and soaking in, 
Drown the lamenting fon in sea-salt tears, | 
Mar. Fye, brother, fye! teach her not thus 
to lay 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 
Tit. How now! has sorrow made thee dote 
already ? 
Why, Marcus, no man should be mad but J. 
W hat violent hands can she lay on her life? 
Ah, wherefore dost thou urge the name of hauds ;— 
To bid Aeneas tell the tale twice o'er, 
How Troy was burnt, and he made miserable? 
O, handle not the the me, to talk of hands; 
Lest we remember still, that we have none. — 
Fye, fye, how frantickly TI square my talk! 
As if we should forget we had no hands, 
If Marcus did not name the word of hands! — 
Come, let's fall ro; and, gentle girl, eat this: — 
Here is no drink! Hark, Marcus, what she 
says; — 
T can ir her martyr'd signs; — 
She 8ays, she drinks no other drink but tears, 
Brew'd with ter sorrows, mesh'd upon her 
checks: — 
Speechleſs complainer, | will learn thy thought; 
In thy dumb action, will | be as perfect, 
As begging hermits in their holy prayers: _ 
Thou shalt not sigb, nor bold thy stumps to 
heaven, 
Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a sign, 
But I, of these, will wrest an alpbabet, 
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And, by still practice, learn to know thy mean- 
| imp, 
Boy. Good grandsire, leave these bitter deep 
laments ; 
Make my aunt merry with some pleasing tale. 
Mar. Alas, the tender boy, in passion moy'd, 
Doth weep to see bis grandsire's heavinels. 
Tit. Peace, tender sapling; thou art made of 
tears, F 
And tears will quickly melt thy life away. — 
[Marcus strikes the dish with a knife. 


What dost thou strike at, Marcus, with thy 


knife ? 

Mar. At that that I bave kill'd, my lord; a 
fly. 

Tit. Out on thee, murderer! thou kill'st my 
heart; 


Mine eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny. 

A deed of death, done on the innocent, 

Becomes not Titus' brother; Get thee gone; 

I see, thou art not for my company, 
Mar. Alas, my lord, I have but kill'd a fly. 
Tit. But how, if that fly had a father and 

| mother ? 19k 

How would he hang his slender gilded wings, 

And buz lamenting doings in the air? h 

Poor barmleſs fly! | 

That with his pretty buzzing melody, 

Came here to make us merry; and thou hast 

kill'd him, 

Mar. Pardon me, sir; it was a black ill- 

favour'd fly, | 

Like to the emprels* Moor; therefore I Kkill'd 

him. 
Tit. O, O, O, 

Tben pardon me for reprehending thee, 

For thou hast done a charitable deed. 

Give me thy knife, I will insult on him; 


F}at- 
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Flattering myself, as if it were the Moor, 
Come hither purposely to poison me, — 
There's for thyself, and that's for Tamora. — 
Ah, sirrah, yet I think we are not brought 80 
low, 
Put that, between us, we can kill a fly, 
That comes in likeneſ, of a coal-black Moor. 
Mar. Alas, poor maa! grief has 80 wrought 
on him, 
He takes false shadows for true substances. 
Tit. Come, take away. — Lavinia, go with 
me: 
I' to thy closet; and go read with thee 
Sad stories, chauced in the times of old. — 
Come, boy, and go with me; thy sight is young, 
And thou shalt vead, when mine begins to dazzle. 


55 


[Exeunt, 


ACT IV. s CEN E I. 


The same. Before Titus's House. 


Enter Trrus and Marcus. Then enter young Lucius. 
LAVINIA running after him, 


Boy. Help, grendsire, help! my aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where, I know not why: 
Good uncle Marcus, see bow swift she comes! 
Alas, sweet aunt, I know not what you mean, 

Mar. Stand by me, Lucius; do not fear thine 

aunt. 

Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee 

harm. 


Vol. VL Ii 
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Boy. Ay, when my father was in Rome, she 
id. 
Mar. What means my niece Lavinia by these 
Signs ? ; 
Tit. Fear her not, Lucius: — Somewhat doth 
she mean: — 
See, Lucius, see, how much she makes of thee: 
Somewhither would she have thee go with ber, 
Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her sons, than she hath read to thee, 
Sweet poetry, and Tully's Orator. 
Canst thou not guels wherefore she plies thee 
thus? | 
Boy. My * I know not, I, nor can I 
uels, 
Unleſs some fit or frenzy do possels ber: 
For I have heard my grandsite say full oft, 
Lxtremity of griefs would make men mad; 
And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through sorrow; That made me to 
fear; 
Although, my lord, I know, my noble aunt 
Loves me as dear as e'er my mother did, 
And would not, but in fury, fright my youth: 
Which made me down to throw my books, and 
fly; 
Causeleſs, perhaps: But pardon me, sweet aunt: 
And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go, 
I will most willingly attend your ladyship. 
Mar. Lucius, I will. 
[Lavinia turns over the books which Lucius 
has let fall. 
Tit. How now, Lavinia? — Marcus, what 
means this ? | 
Some book there is that she desires to see: — 
Which is it, girl, of these? — Open them, 
| boy. — 
But thou art deeper read, and better skill'd; 
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Come, and take choice of all my library, 

And so beguilte thy sorrow, till the beavens 

Reveal the Jdamn'd contriver of this deed. 

Why lifts she up her arms in sequence thus? 
Mar. 1 think, she means, that there was more 

than one x 

Confederate in the fact; — Ay, more there 
| Was: — 

Or else to heaven she heaves them for revenge. 


Tu. Lucius, what book is that she tosseth 
802 
Boy. Grandsite, 'tis Ovid's Metamorphosis; 
My mother gave it me. 
Mar. For love of her that's gone, 
Perhaps she cull'd it from among the rest. 
Tit. Soft! sce. bow busily she turns the 
leaves! 
Help her: What would she find? Lavinia, shall 
| read? 
This is the tragick tale of Philomel, 
And treats of Tereus' treason, and his rape; 
And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. 


Mar. See, brother, see; note, how she quotes 
the leaves. 
Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus surpriz'd, sweet 
irl, 
Ravish'd, DI wrong'd, as Philomela was, | 
Forc'd in the ruthleſs, vast, and gloomy 
woods? — 
See, see! — — 
Ay, such a place there is, where we did hunt, 
(O, had we never, never, hunted there!) 
Pattern'd by that the poet here describes, 
By nature made for murders, and for rapes. 


Mar. O, why should nature build so foul'a 
den, 


Unleſs the gods delight in tragedies! 
Ii 2 


«, 
” — —— 
— ä — — — 


— —_— 


=. Ht. cope Sir en +S — — 


— 


= £7 $a ah — — FETs — e — 


- — 
— I. 
- 3 — = — 


$3 TITUS ANDEONICUS. 


Tit. Give signs sweet girl, — for here are none 
but friends, — 
What Roman lord it was durst do the deed ; 
Or slunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erst, 


'That left the camp to sin in Lucrece' bed? 


Mar. Sit down, sweet niece; — brother, sit 
down by me. — 
Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, 
Inspire me, tbat I may this treason find! — 
My lord, Jook here; — look here, Lavinia: 
This sandy plot is plain; guide, if thou canst, 
This efter me, when I have wiit my name 
Without the help of any hand art all. 
[He urites his name with his Ste f, and guides 
it with his feet and mouth. 


Curs'd be that heart, that forc'd us to this 


Shift! — 
Write thou, good niece; and here display, at 
last.. 


What God will have discover'd for revenge: 
Heaven guide thy pen to print thy sorrows 
lain, 
That we may know the traitors, and the truth! 
[She takes the sStaſf in her mouth, and guides 


it with her Stumps, and writes. 


Tit. O, do you read, my lord, what she hath 
writ ? 
Stuprum — Chiron — Demetrius. 
Mar. What, what! — the lustful sons of 


Temora. 
Performers of this heinous, bloody deed? 
Tit. — Magne Dominator poli, 


Tam lentus audis scelera? tam lentus vides? 
Mar. O, calm thee, gentle lord! although, I 
know, | 
There is enough written upon this earth, 
To stir a mutiny in the mildest thoughts, 
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And arm the minds of infants to exclaims. 

My lord, kneel down with me; Lavinia, kneel; 

Aud kneel, sweet boy, the Roman Hector's 
hope; 

And swear wk me, — as With the woeful 
feere, 

And father, of that chaste dishonour'd dame, 

Lord Junius Brutus sware for Lucrece' rape, — 

That we will prosecute, by good advice, 

Mortal revenge upon these nraiterons Goths, 

And sce their biood, or die with this reproach. 

Ji. Lis sure enovgh, an you knew how, 
But if you hurt these bear-whelps, then beware: 
The dam will wake; and, if she wind you 

once, 
She's with the lion deeply still in league, 
And Julis bim whilst she playeth on her back, 
And, when he sleeps, will sbe do what she 
list. 
You're a young huntsman, Marcus; let it alone; 
And, come, I will go get a leaf of brals, 
And with a gad of steel will wiite these words, 
And lay it by: the angry northern wind 
Will blow these sands, like Sybil's leaves, 
abroad, 
And where's your lesson then? — Boy, what 
Say you? 

Boy. I say, my lord, that if T were a man, 
Their mother's bed-chamber should not be safe 
For these bad-bondmen to the yoke of Rome. 

Mar. Ay, that's my boy! thy fatber bath full 

| oft 
For this ungrateful country done the like. 

Boy. And, uncle, so will J, an if I live. 

Tu. Come, go with me into mine armoury z 
Lucius, PH fit thee; and withal, my boy 
Shall carry from me to the empreſs' sous 
Presents, that I intend to send them hoth: 
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Come, come; thou'lt do thy message, wilt thou 


not ? 

Boy. Ay, with my dagger in their bosoms, 
grandsire. 

Tit. No, boy, not so; I'll teach thee another 
course. 


Lavinia, come; — Marcus, look to my house; 

Lucius and I' go brave it at the court; 

Ay, marry, will we, sir; and we'll be waited 
on. | 
[Excunt Tirus, Lavinia, and Boy, 


Mar, O heavens, can you hear a good man 
groan, 

And not relent, or not compassion him? 
Marcus, attend him in his ecstasy ; 
That hath more scars of sorrow in his heart, 
Than foe-men's marks upon his batter'd shield: 
But yet so just, that he will not revenge: — 
Revenge the heavens for old Andronicus ! [Eait. 


SCENE IL 


The same. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter Aaron, ChrRON, and Drmetrivs, at one door: 
at another door, yours Lucius, and an Attendant, 


with a bundle of weapons, and verses writ upon 
them, 


Chi. Demetrius, here's the son of Lucius; 
He bath some message to deliver to us. 


Aar. Ay, some mad message from his mad 


| randfather. | 
Boy. My lords, with all the humbleneſs I 


may,, 
I greet your honours from Audronicus ; — 
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And pray the Roman gods, confound you both. 


Aside. 

Dem. Gramercy, lovely Lucius; What's the 
news ? 

Boy. That you are both decypher'd, that's the 


news, 

For villains mark'd with rape. [Aside.] May it 
please you, 

My grandsire, well-advis'd, hath sent by me 

The goodliest weapons of his armoury, 

To gratify your honourable youth, 

The hope of Rome; for so he bade me say; 

And so I do, and with his gifts present 

Your lordships, that wherever you have need, 

You may be armed aud appointed well; 

And so I leave you both, [Aside.} like bloody 
villains. | Ezeunt Boy and Attendant, 


Dem. What's here? A scroll; and written 
round about? 
Let's see 3 
Integer vitae, Scelerisque purus, 
Non eget Mauri jaculis nec arcu. 
Chi. O, Mis a verse in Horace; IT know it 
Well: | 
IT read it in the grammar long ago. 
Aar. Ay, just; — a verse in Horace; — right, 
you have it. | 
Now, what & thing it is to be an aſs! ] 
Here's no sound jest! the old man hath 
found their guilt; 
And sends the weapons wrapp'd about 
with lines, | 
That wound, beyond their feeling, to thep Aside. 
| quick. 
Bat were our witty empreſs well a-foot, 
She would applaud Andronicus' conceit. 
But let her rest in ber unrest a while, — 
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And now, yourg, lords, was't not a happy star 
Led vs to Rome, $st:angers, aud, more than so, 
Captives, to be advanced to this beight ? 
It did me good, bef-:e the palace pate 
To brave the tribvne in his brother's hearing. 
Dem. But me wore good, to ses so great a 
101d 
Ba- ely insinua'e, and send us giſts. 
Aar. Had he not reason, lord Demetrius? 
Did you not use his daughter very friendly? 
Dem, I wor'd, we had a thousand Roman 
dames 
At such a bay, by turn to serve our lust. 
Clu. A cha able wish, and full of love. 
Aar. Here lacks but your mother for to say 


alinncn, 
Chi. And that would she for twenty thousand 
; more. 
Dem. Come, let us go; and pray to all the 
gods 


For our beloved msther in her rains. 
Aar. Pray to the devils; the gods have given 


us o'er. [Aside. Flourish. 
Dem. Way do the emperor's trumpets flourish 
thus ? 


Chi. Belike, for joy the emperor hath a son. 
Dem. Soft; who comes here? 


Enter a Nurse, wih à Black-a- moor Child in 
| her arms, 


Nur. Good-morrow, lords: 
O, tell me, did you see Aaron the Moor? 
Aar. Well, more, or leſs, or ne'er a whit at 
all, 
Here Aaron is; and what with Aaron now ? 
Nur. O gentle Aaron, we are all undone! 
Now help, or woe betide thee evermore! 
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Aar. Why, what a cauterwauling dost thou 
keep? 


What dost thou wrap and fumble in thine 
arms? 
Nur, O, that which T would hide from heaven's 
eye, 
Our empreſs' sbame, and stately Rome's dis- 
grace; — 
She is deliver'd, lords, she is deliver'd. 
Aar. To whom? 


Nur. I mean, she is brought to bed. 
Aar. Well, God 

Give her good rest! What hath he sent her? 
Nur. A devil. 


Aar. Why, then she is the devil's 3 a 
joyful issue. 


Nur. A jovlels, dismal, black, and sorrowful 
issue: 
Here is the babe, as loathsome as a toad 
Amongst the fairest breeders of our clime. 
The emprels sends it thee, thy stamp, thy seal, 
And bids thee christen it with tby dagger's 


point. 
Aar. Out, you whore! is black so base a 
bue ? — 
Sweet blowse, you are a beauteous blossom, 
sure. 


Dem. Villain, what hast thou done? 


Aar. That which thou 
Canst not undo. 


Chi. Thou hast undone our mother. 
Aar. Villain, I have done thy mother. 


Dem, And therein, hellish dog, thou hast nn- 
done. As 
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Woe to her chance, and damn'd her loathed 
| choice ! 
Accurs'd the olfspring of so foul a fiend! 

Chi. It sball not live. 

Aar. Tt sball not die, 

Nur. Aaron, it must; the mother wills it so. 


Aar. What, must it, nurse? then let no man, 
but J, 
Do execution on my flesh and blood. 


Dem. Fil troach the tadpole on my rapier's 


point: 
Nurse, give it me; my sword shall soon dis- 
patch it, 


Aar. Soover this sword shall plough thy 


bowels up. 
[takes the child from the nurse, and draws, 


Stay, murderous villains! will you Kill your 
brocher? 

Now, by the buruing tapers of the sky, 

That shone so brightly when this boy was got, 

Ile dies upon my scymitar's sharp point, 

That touches this my first-horn son and heir! 

J tell you, younglings, not Huceladus, 

With all his threat'ning band of Typhon's brood, 

Nor great Alcides, nor the god of war, 

Shall seize this prey out of, his father's hands, 

What, what; ye sanguine, shallow - hearted 
boys! 

Ye white - limn'd walls? ye alehouse painted 
signs! 

Coal-black is better than another hue, 

In that it scorns to bear another hue: 

For all the water in the ocean 

Can never turn the swan's black legs to white, 


Although she lave them hourly in the flood. — 
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Tell the empreſs from me, I am of age 
To keep mine own; excuse it how she can. 
Dem. Wilt thou betray thy noble mistreſs 
thus ? | 
Aar. My mistrels is my mistreſs; this, my- 
self; 
The vigour, and the picture of my youth: 
This, before all the world, do I piefer; 
This, maugre all the world, will 1 keep safe, 
Or some of yon shall smoke for it in Rome. 


Dem, By this our mother is for ever sham'd. 


Chi. Rome will despise her for this foul 
escape. 
Nur. The emperor, in his rage, will doom 
her death. 
Chi. I blush to think upon this ignomy. 
Aar. Why there's the privilege your beauty 
bears : 
Fye, treacherous hue! that will betray with 
blusbing 
The close enacts and counsels of the heart! 
Here's a young lad fram'd of another leer: 
Look, how the black slave smiles upon the 
father ; 
As who should say, Old lad, I am thine own, 
He is your brother, lords; sensibly fed 
Of that self-blood that first gave life to you; 
And, from that womb, where you imprison'd 
were, | 
He 1s infranchised and come to light : 
Nay, he's your brother by the suter side, 
Although my seal be stamped in his face. 


Nur. Aaron, what shall I say unto the em- 
prels ? 


Dem. Advise thee, Aaron, what is to be 
done, 
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And we will all subscribe to thy advice; 
Save thou the child, so we may all be safe. 


Har. Then sit we down, and let us all con- 
sult. 
My son and 1 will have the wind of you: 
Keep there: Now talk at pleasure of your safe- 
ty. [ They sit on the ground, 


Dem. How many women saw this child of 
his ? 
Aar. Why, so, brave lords; When we all 
join in league, 
Jam a lamb: but if you brave the Moor, 
The chafed boar, the mountain lionels, 
The ocean swells not so as Aaron storms. — 
But, s8y again, how many saw the child? 
Nur. Cornelia the midwife, and myself. 
And no one else, but the deliver'd emprels. 


Aar. The emperels, the midwife, and yourself: 
Two may keep counsel, when the third's away: 
Go to the emprels; tell her this I said: — 

Lõtabbing her, 


Weke, weke! — $0 cries a pig, prepar'd to the 
Spit. | 
Dem. What mean'st thou, Aaron? Wherefore 
didst thou this ? 
Aar. O lord, sir, tis a deed of policy: 
Shall she live to betray this guilt of ours? 
A long-tongu'd babbling gossip? no, lords, no. 
And now be it known, to you my full intent. 
Not far, one Muliteus lives, my countryman, 
His wife but yesternight was brought to bed; 
His child is like to her, fair as you are: 
Go pack with him, and give the mother old, 
And tell them both the circumstance of all; 
And how by this their child sball be adyanc'd, 
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And be received for the emperor's heir, 

And substituted in the plucs of mine, 

To calm this tempest whirling in the court; 

And let the emperor dandle him for his own. 

Hark ye, lords; ye see, thai | haye piven her 
physick, [pomnting to the nurse. 

And you must needs bestow her ſuneral; 

The nelds are near, and you are gal}ant grooms; 

Tbis done, see that you take no longer Gays, 

But send the midwife presently to me. 

The midwife, and the nurse, well made away, 

Then let the ladies tattle what they please. 


Chi. Aaron, I see, thou wilt not trust the air 
With secrets. 


Dem. For this care of Tamora, 
Herself, and hers, are highly bound to thee. 
[Exeunt Dem. and Cur. bearing off the 


Nusse. 


Har. Now to the Goths, as swift as swallow 

flies; 

There to dispose this treasure in mine arms, 

And secretly to greet the empreſs' friends, — 

Come on, you thick-lip'd slave, III bear you 
hence; . 

For it is you that puts us to our shifts: 

I'll make you feed on berries, and on roots, 

And feed on curds and whey, and suck the 
oat, | 

And cabin in a cave; and bring you u 

To be a Warrior, and command a camp. [Exit, 
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SCENE III. 


The same, A publick Place. 


Enter Tirus, bearing arrows, with letters at the ends of 


them; with him Mancus, young Lucius, and other 
Gentlemen, with bows. 


Tit. Come, Marcus, come; — Kinsmen, this 

is the way: — | 

Sir boy, now let me see your archery ; 

Look ye draw home enough, and 'tis there 

| straight: 
Terras Astraea vreliquit: — 
Be you — * Marcus, she's gone, she's 
ed. 

Sirs, take you to your tools. You, cousins, 
shall 

Go sound the ocean, and cast your nets; 

Happily you may find her in the sea; 

Yet there's as little justice & at land: — 

No; Publius and Sempronius, you must do it; 

"Tis you must dig with mattock, and with spade, 

And pierce the inmost center of the earth ; 

Then, when you come to Pluto's region, 

I pray you, deliver him this petition: 

Tell him, it is for justice, and for aid; 

And that it comes from old Andronicus, 

Shaken with sorrows in ungrateful Rome. — 

Ah, Rome! —- Well, well; I made thee miserable, 

What time I threw the people's suffrages 

On him that thus doth tyrannize o'er me. — 

Go, get you gone; and pray be careful all, 

And leave you not a man of war unsearch'd; 

This wicked emperor may have shipp'd ber 
hence, 
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And, kinsmen, Then we may go pipe for justice. 

Mar. O, Publius, is not this a heavy case, 
To see thy noble uncle thus disttact? 

Pub. Therefore, my lord, it highly us con- 

cerns, 
By day and night to attend him carefully; 
And feed his humour kindly as we may, 
Till time beget some careful remedy. 

Mar, Kinsmen, his sorrows are past remedy, 
Join with the Goths; and with revengeful war 
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude, 

And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine, 

Tit, Publius, how now ? how now, my masters, 

What, have you met with her? 


Pub, No, my good lord; but Pluto sends you 
word | 


If you will have revenge from hell, you shall: 

Marry, for justice, she is 80 employ'd, 

He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or s0mewheie 
else, 

So that perforce you must needs stay a time 


Tit. He doth me wrong, to feed me with 
delays. 


I'll dive into the burning lake below, 

And pull her out of Acheron by the heels, — 

Marcus, we are but shrubs, no cedars we; 

No big-bou'd men, fram'd of the Cyclops' size; 

But metal, Marcus, steel to the very back; 

Yet wrung with wrongs, more than our backs 

can bear; — 

And sith there is no justice in earth nor bel], 

We will solicit heaven; and move the gods, 

To send down justice for to wreak our wrongs : 

Come, to this gear. You are a good archer, 
Marcus. [He gives them the arrows, 

Ad Jovem, that's for you: — Here, ad Apol- 

linem ; — 
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Ad Martem, that's for myself; — 
Here, boy, to Pallas: — Here to Mercury : 
To Saturn, Caius, not to Saturnine, — 
You were ss good to shoot avainst the wind. — 
To it, boy, Marcus, loose when I bid: 
O' my word, I have written to effect; 
There's not a god left unsolicited. 
Mar. Kinsmen, shoot all your shafts into the 
court: 
We will afflict the emperor in his pride. 
Tit. Now, masters, draw. [They shioot.] O, 
well said, Lucius! 
Good boy, in Virgo's lap; give it Pallas. 
Mar. My lord, I aim a mile beyond the 
moon; 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 
Tit. Ha! Publius, Publius, what hast thou 
done! 
See, see, thou hast shot off one of Taurus' 
horns. | 
Mar. This was the sport, my lord; when 
Publius shot, 
The bull being gall'd, gave Aries such a knock 
That down fell both the ram's horns in the 
court; 


And who sbould find them but the emprels' 
villain ? 

She laugh'd, and told the Moor, he should not 
choose 


But give them to his master for a present. 
8 A. 
Tit. Why, hore it goes: God pive your lord- 
Ship joy. 


Enter a Clown, with a basket and two pigeons. 


News, news from heayen! Marcus, the post is 


come, 
Sirrah, 
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Sirrah, what tidings? have you any letters? 

Shall I have justice? what gays Jupiter? 
Clown, Ho! the gibbet-maker? he says, that 

he bath taken them down again, for the man 

must not be hang'd till the next week. 


Tit. But what says Jupiter, Lask thee? = 


Clown, Alas, sir, I know not Jupiter; I never 
drank with him in all my life, f 5 
Tit. Why, villain, art not thou the carrier? 
Clown. Ay, of my pigeons, sir; nothing else. 
Tit. Why, didst thou not come from beaven ? | 
Ciown, From heaven? alas, sir, I never came 9 
there: God forbid, I should be so bold to preſs | i 
to heaven in my young days. Why, I am poin 14 
with my pigeons to the tribunal plebs, to take up || 
a matter of braw! betwixt my uncle and one of 14 
the emperial's men. 


Mar. Why, sir, that is as fit as can be, to serve 


for your oration; and let him deliver the pigeons 
to the emperor from you. 
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Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the 
emperor with a grace! 


Clown, Nay, truly, sir, I could never say grace 
in all my life. 


Tit. Sirrah, come hitherz make no more ado, 
But give your pigeons to the emperor: 
By me thou shalt have justice at his hands, 
Hold, hold; — mean while, bere's money for thy 
charges. | 
Give me a pen and ink, — 
Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a supplica- 
tion ? 
Clown, Ay, sir. 


- 


Tit. Then here is a supplication for you. And 
when you come to bim, at the first approach, you 
Vol. YL 9 3 | 
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must kneel; then kiſs his foot; then deliver u 
your pigeons; and then look for your row 
I'll be at hand, sir; see you do it brayely. 


Clown, J warrant you, sir; let me alone. 


Tit. Sirrah, hast thou a knife? Come, let me 
see It. 
Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration; 
For thou hast made it like an humble suppli- 
ant; — 
And when thou bast given it the emperor, 
Knock at my door, and tell me what he says. 


Clown. God be with you, sir; I will. 


Tit. Come, Marcus, let us go: — Publius, fol- 
low me. LExeunt. 


SCENE IV. 


The ame. Before the Palace. 


Enter Sa rug NIN US, TamoRA, CuinoN, Demertarvs, 
Lords, and Others: Saturninus with the arrows in 
his hand, that Titus shot. 


Sat. Why, lords, what wrongs are these? Was 
ever seen 

An emperor of Rome thus over-borne, 

Troubled, confronted thus; and, for the extent 

Of egal justice, us'd in such contempt ? 

My lords, you know, as do the mightful gods, 

However the:e disturbers of our peace 

Buz in the people's ears, there nought hath 
als'd, | 

But even ny law, against the wilful sons 

Of old Andronicus. And what an if 
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His sorrows have so overwhelm'd his wits, 
SMall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks, 

His fits, his freovzy, and his bitterneſs ? 

And now he writes to heaven for his redreſs: 
See, here's to Jove, and this to Mercury; 
This to Apollo; this to the god of war: 
Sweet scrolls, to fly about the streets of Reme! 
What's this, but libelling against the senate, 
And blazoning our injustice every where? 

A goodly humour, is it not, ray lords? 

As who would say, in Rome no justice were. 
But, if I live, his feigned ecstasies 

Sha!] be no shelter to these outrages : 

But be and his shall know, that justice lives 
In Saturninus' health; whom, if she sleep, 
He'll so awake, as she in fury shall 

Cut off the proud'st conspirator that lives, 


Tam. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine, 
Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts, 
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus“ age, 

The effects of sorrow for his valiant sons, 
Whose loſs hath pierc'd him deep and scarr'd his 
heart; 
And rather comfort his distressed plight, 
Than prosecute the meanest, or the best, 
For these contempts. Why, thus it shall be- 
come 


High-witted Tamora to gloze with all: [Aside. 


But, Titus, T have touch'd thee to the quick, 
Thy life-blood out: if Aaron now be wise, 
Then is all safe, the anchor's in the port. — 


Enter Clown, 


How now, good fellow? would'st thou speak 
| with us? 
| K k 3 
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Clown, Yes, forsooth, an your mistership be 
emperial. 


Tam. Empreſs J am, but yonder sits the em- 
peror. | 


Clown, Tis he. — God, and saint Stephen, give 
you good den: I have brought you a letter, and 
a couple of pigeons here. 


[Saturninus reads the letter, 


Sat. Go, take bim away, aud hang him pre- 
sently. 


Clown. How much money must T have? 
Tam. Come, sirrab, you must be hang'd. 


Clown. Hang'd! By'r lady, then T have brought 
up a neck to a fair end. [Eazt, guarded, 


Sat. Despightful and intolerable wrongs! 
Shall L endure this monstzons3 villainy ? 
I know from whence this ame device proceeds; 
May this be borue? — as if his traiterous sons, 
That dy'd by law for murder of our brotber, 
Have by my means been butchered wrongful- 
Go, drag the villain hither by the hair; 
Nor age, nor honour, shall shape privilege: — 
For this proud mock, I'll be thy slaughter-man; 
Sly frantick Wietch, that holp'st to make me 

eat, 

In hope chyself should govern Rome and me. 


Enter AE MILLI us. 


Sat. What news with thee, Aemilius ? 


Aemil, Arm, my lords; Rome never had more 
cause! 


The Goths have gather'd head; and with a power 
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Of ligh-resolved men, bent to the spoil, 

They hitber march amain, under conduct 

Of Lucius, son to old Andronicus; 

\\ bo threats, in course of this revenge, to do , 
As much as ever Coriolanns did. | 


Sat, Is warlike Lucius general of the Goths? 
These tidings nip me; and I hang the head 
As flowers with frost, or graſs beat down with 
s torms. 
Ay, now begin our sorrows to approach: N 
Jis be, the common people love so much; 
Myself bath often over-heard them say, 
(\Vhen I bare walked like a private man) 
That Lucius“ banishment was wroagſully, 
And they have wisk'd that Lucius were their 
emperor. 
Tam. Why should you fear? is not your city 
strong? 


Sat. Ay, but the citizens fayour Lucius; 
And will revolt from me, to succour him. 


Tam. King, be thy thoughts imperious, like 
thy name. 

Is the sun dimm'd, that gnats do fly in it? 
The eagle suffers little birds to sing, 
And is not careful what they mean thereby ; 
Knowing, that with the shadow of his wings, 
He can at pleasure stint their melody: 
Even so may'st thou the giddy men of Rome. 


Then cheer thy spirit: for know, thou em- 


eror, 

J will enchant the old Andronicus, 

With words more sweet, and yet more dan- 
erous, 

Then baits to ſish, or honey-stalks to sheep; 

When as the one is wounded with the bait, 

The other rotted with delicious feed. 
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Sat. Bat he will not entreat his son for us. 


Tam, If Tamora entreat him, then he will: 
For I can smooth, and hl his aged ear 
With golden promises; that were his heart 
Almost impregnable, his old ears deaf, 
Yet should both ear and heart obey my 
tongue. — 
Go thou before, be our embassador : 
[to Aemilius. 


Say, that the emperor requests a parley 
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting. 


Sat, Aemilius, do this message honourably: 
And if he stand on hostage for his safety, 
Bid him demand what pledge will please him 
best. 


Aemil. Your bidding shall I do effectually. 
| [ Exit. 


Tam. Now will I to that old Andronicus; 
And temper him, with all the art I have, 
To pluck proud Lucius from the watlike 
Goths. 
And now, sweet emperor, be blithe again, 
And bury all thy fear in my devices. 


Sat, Then go successantly, and plead to 
him. 


[ Exeunt. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


Plains near Rome. 


Enter Lucius, and Goths, with drum and colours. 


Luc. Approved warriors, and my faithful 
friends, 
] have received letters from great Rome, 
Which signify, what hate they bear their em- 
peror, 
And how desirous of our sight they are. 
Therefore, prone lords, be, as your titles wits 
neſs, 
Imperious, and impatient of your «wrongs; 
And, wherein Rome hath done you any scath, 
Let him make treble satisfaction. 
1. Goth, Brave slip, sprung from the great 
| Andronicus, 
Whose name was once our terror, now our 
comfort; ä 
Whose high exploits, and bonourable deeds, 
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt, 
Be bold in us: we'll follow where thou 
lead'st, — 
Like stinging bees in hottest summer's day, 
Led by their master to the flower'd fields, — 
And be aveng'd on cursed Tamora. 
Goths, And, as he saith, so say we all with 
him. 
Luc. I humbly thank him, and I thank you 
all. 
But who comes here, led by a lusty Goth? 
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Enter a Goth, leadins Aaron, with his child in 
his wrms. 


a. Goth, Renowned Lucius, from our troops L 
stray'd, 

To gaze upon a ruiuous monastery; 
And as 1 earnestly did fix mine eye 
Upon the Wasted building, suddenly 
J heard a child cry underneath a wall: 
J made unto the noise; when soon IT heard 
The crying babe controll'd with this discourse: 
Peace, tawny slave; half me, and half thy dam! 
Did not thy hue bewray whose brat thou art, 
Had nature lent thee but thy mother's look, 


Villain, thou might'st have been an emperor ; 
But where the bull and cow are both milk-white, 
They never do beget a coal-black calf. 
Peace, villain, peace! — even thus be rates the 
1 babe, — 

For I must hear thee to a trusty Goth; 

WW ho, when he knou's thou ert the empreſs babe, 
ill hold thee dearly for thy mother's Sate. 

With this, my Weapon drawn, I rush'd upon 
| him, 1 <a 

Surpriz'd him suddenly; and brought him hither, 
To use as you think needful of the man. 


Luc. O worthy Goth! this is the incarnate 
devil, | 

That robb'd Andronicus of his good hand; 

This is the pear] that pleas'd your empreſs” eye; 

And here's the base fruit of his burning lust. — 

Say, Wall-cy'd slave, whither would'st thou con- 
vey 

This growing image of thy fiend-like face? 

Why dost not speak? What! deaf? No; nota 
word? | 

A. halter, soldiers; haug Lim on this tree, 
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And by his side his fruit of bastardy. 

Aar. Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood. 
Luc. Too like the sire for ever being good, _ 
First, bang the child, that he may tee it sprawl; 
A sight to vex the father's soul withal. 

Get me a ladder, 


LA ladder brought, which Aaron is obliged to 
ascend, 


Aar. Lucius, save the child; 
And beer it from me to the empereſs, 
If thou do this, Lisbon thee wond'rous things, 
That highty may advantege thee to hear: 
If thou wilt not, befall xy hat may befall, 
Fi] speak no more; But vengeance rot you all! 
Luc. Say on; and, if it please we which thou 
speak'st, 
Thy child shall live, and T will see it nourish'd. 
Aar. An if it please thee? why, assure thee, 
Lucius, 
"Twill vex thy soul to hear what'T shall speak; 
For I must talk of murders, rapes, and massacres, 
Acts of black night, abominal, bs deeds, 
Complots of * — 4 :of, treason; villainies 
Ruthful to bear, yet piteovsiy perform'd ; 
And this sball all be buried by my death, 
Unlefs thou swear to me, my child shall live. 


Luc. Tell on thy mind; I say, thy child shall 


live. 

Aar. Swear, that he $shall, and then I will 
begin. 

Luc. Who should IT swear by? thou believ'st 
no god; 


That granted, how canst thou believe an oath ? 


Har. What if I do not? as, indeed, I do not: 
Yet, — for ] know thou art religious, 
And hast a thing within thee, called conscience; 
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Enter a Goth, leading Aaron, with his child in 
his urms. 


a. Goth, Renowned Lucius, from our troops I 
S Hay 4, 

To gaze upon a ruiuous monastery; 
And as | earuestly did fix mine eye 
Upon the Wasted building, suddenly 
I beard a child cry underneath a wall: 
J made unto the noise; when soon I heard 
The crying babe controll'd with this discourse: 
Peace, Lawny Slaves hatf me, and half thy dam 
Did not thy hue bewray whose brat thou art, 
Had nature lent thee but thy mother's look, 
Villain, thou might'st have been an emperor <: 
But where the bull and cow are both mitk-whue, 
They never do beget à coal-black calf. 


Peace, villain, pedce ! — eren thus he rates the 


btbe, — 

For I must bear thee to a trusty Goth; 

WW ho, when he knou's thou ert the 2 5 eſs babe, 

Will hold thee dearly for thy mother's sake. 

With this, my weapon drawn, I rush'd upon 
him, 

Surpriz'd him suddenly; and brought him hither, 

To use as you think needful of the man. 


Luc. O worthy Goth! this is the incarnate 

devil, 

That robb'd Andronicus of his good hand: 

This is the pearl that pleas'd your empreſls' eye; 

And here's the base fruit of his burning lust. — 

Say, wall-cy'd slave, whither would'st thou con- 
vey | 

This growing image of thy fiend-like face? 

Why dost not speak! ? What! deaf? No; not a 
word? | 

A. halter, soldiers; haug Lim on this tree, 
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And by his side his fruit of bastardy, 

Aar. Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood. 
Luc. Too like the sire for ever being good, — 
First, bang the child, that he may $ee it sprawl ; 

A sight to ver the father's soul withal. 
Get me a ladder, 
[A ladder brought, which Aaron is obl; zed to 
ascend, 


Aar. Lucius, save the child; 
And bear it from me to the empereſs, 
If thou do this, Ii show thee wond'rous things, 
That highly may advantege thee to hear: 
If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, | 
Fi] speak no more; But vengeance rot you all! in 
Luc. Say on; and, if it please me which thou 1 | 
speak'st, | 1 
Thy child shall live, and T will see it nourish'd. i 
Aar. An if it please thee? why, assure thee, | 
Lucius, | 
"Twill vex thy soul to hear What J shall speak; 
For I must talk of murders, rapes, and unn, 1 
Acts of black night, abominal, le deeds, 
Complots of misch! :of, treason; villainies ö 
Ruthful to bear, yet pitcously perform'd: 
And this sball all be buried by my death, 1 
Unlefs thou swear to me, my child sball live. || 


Luc. Tell on thy mind; I say, thy child shall [| 
live. | ö 
Aar. Swear, that be shall, and then I will | 
begin. | | 
Luc. Who should IT swear by? thou believ'st 1 
no god; 


That granted, how canst thou believe an oath? 


Har. What if T do not? as, indeed, I do not: 
Yet, — for ] know thou art religious, 
And hast a thing within thee, called conscience; 
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With twenty popish tricks and ceremonies, 
Which I have seen thee careful to observe, — 
Thereiore 1 urge thy oath; — For that, I know, 
An ideot holds his bauble for a god, 


And keeps the oath, which by that god he 


| swears; 
To that I'Il urge him: — Therefore, thou shalt 
vow 
By that same god, what god soe'er it be, 
That thou ador'st and hast in reverence — 
To save my boy, to nourish, and bring him up; 


Or else ] will discover nought to thee. 


Luc. Even by my god, I swear to thee, I will. 


Aar, First, know thou, I begot bim on the 
empreſs, 


Luc. O most insatiate, luxurious woman ! 


Aar. Tut, Lucius! this was but a deed of 
chailty, 
To that which thou shalt hear of me anon. 
"Twas her two sons, that murder'd Bassianus: 
They cut thy sistei's tongue; and ravish'd her, 
And cut her hands; and trimm'd her as thou 
saw'st. 


Luc. O, detestable villain! call'st thou that 
trimming ? 
Aar. Why, she was wash'd, and cut, and 
trimm'd; and 'twas 
Trim sport for them that had the doing of it. 


Luc, O, barbarous beastly villains, like thy- 
self! 


Aar. Indeed, I was their tutor to instruct 
them; 
That codding spirit had they from their mother, 
As sure a card as ever won the set; 
That bloody mind, I think, they learn'd of me, 
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As true a dog as ever fought at head, — 

Well, let my deeds be witnels of my worth. 

I train'd thy brethren to that guileful hole, 
Where thc dead corpse of Bassianus lay: 

I wrote the letter that thy father found, 

And hid the gold withia the letter mention'd, 
Confederate with the queen, and her two sons; 
Aud what not done, that thou hast cause to rue, 
Wherein l had no stroke of mischief in it? 

I play'd the cheater for thy ſather's band; 

And, when I had it, drew myself apart, 

And almost broke my heart with extreme laughter. 
I pry'd me through the crevice of a wall, 

When, for his hand, he had his two sons' heads; 
Beheld his tears, and laugh'd' so heartily, 

That both mine eyes were rainy like to his; 

And when I told the empreſs of this sport, 

She swounded almost at my pleasing tale, 

And, for my tidings, gave me twenty kisses. 


Goth. Wat! canst thou say all this, and never 
blush? 


Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as the saying is. 


Luc. Art thou not sorry for these heinous 
deeds? 


Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thousand more. 
Even now | curse the day, (and yet, I think, 
Few come within the compals of my curse,) 
Wherein T did not some notorious ill: 

As kill a man, or else devise his death; 

Ravish a maid, or plot the way to do it; 

Accuse some innocent, and forswear myself: 

Set deadly enmity between two friends; 

Make poor men's cattle break their necks; 

Set fire on barns and hay-stacks in the night, 

And bid the owners quench them with their 
tears, | 


79 ** ö 2 
— Soo AS — wy one ere 2 


r ——— 
— 7 "4. - 


my 


# AE 
* g 


32 | TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


Oft have I digg'd up dead men from their graves, 
And set them upright at their dear friends“ doors, 
Even when their sorrows almost were forgot; 
Aud on their skins, as on the bark of trees, 

Have with my knife carved in Roman letters, 
Let not your Sorrow die, though am dead. 

Tut, | have done a thousand dreadful things, 

As willingly as one would kill a fly; 

And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 

But that I cannot do ten thousand more, 


Luc. Bring down the devil; for he must not 
die 
So sweet a death, as hanging presently. 
Aar. If there be devils, Would I were a devil, 
To live aud burn in eyerlasting fire; 
So [ might have your company m hell, 
But to tormeut you with my bitter tougue! 


Luc. Sirs, stop his mouth, and let him speak 
no more. 


Enter @ Goth, with An uiltus. 


Goth, My lord, there is a messenger from 
Rome, i 
Desires to be admitted to your presence. 


Luc. Let bim come near. — 
Welcome, Aemilius, what's the news from 
Rome? | 
Aemil. Lord Lucius, and you princes of the 
Goths, | 
The Roman emperor preets you all by me: 
And, for he understands you are in arms, 
Ile craves a parley at your father's house, 
Willing you to demand your hostages, 
And they shall be immediately dcliver'd. 
1. Goth. What says our general? 
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Luc. Aemilius, let the emperor give his pledges 
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus, 


Aud we will come. — March away, [Eaeunt. 


SCENE IL 


Rome. Before Titus's House. 
Enter Tamona, Cuinon, and Demetrius, disguis'd, 


Tam. Thus, in this strange and sad habili- 
ment, f 


I will encounter with Andronicus; 

And say, I am Revenge, sent from below, 

To join with him, and right his heinous wrongs, 
Knock at his study, where, they say, he keeps, 
To ruminate strange plots of dire revenge; 
Tell him, Revenge is come to join with him, 
And work confusion on his enemies. 


[They knock. 


Enter Trrus, above. 


Tit. Who doth molest my contemplation ? 
Ts it your trick, to make me ope the door; 
That so my sad decrees may fly away, 

And all my study be to no effect? 

You are deceiv'd: for what T mean to do, 
See here, in bloody lines I have set down; 
And what is written shall be executed. 


Tam. Titus, IJ am come to talk with thee, 


Tit. No; not a word: How can I grace my 
talk 
Wanting a dud to give it action? 


Thou hast the odds of me, therefore no more. 
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Tam. If thou did'st know me, thou woulcd'st 
talk with me. ; 
Tit. T am not mad; I know thee well enough; 


Witneſs this wretched stump, witneſs these crim- 
son lines; b 

Witneſs these trenches, made by grief and care; 

Witnels the tiring day, and heavy night; 

Witnels all sorrow, that I know thee well 

For our proud emprels, mighty Tamora : 

Is not thy coming for my other hand? 


Tam. Know thou, sad man, I am not Tamora; 
She is thy enemy, and I thy friend: 
I am Revenge; sent from the infernal kingdom, 
To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind, 
By working wreakful yengeance on thy foes. 
Come — and welcome me to this world's 

ight; | 

Confer with me of murder and of death: 
There's not a hollow cave, or lurking-place, 
No vast obscurity, or misty vale, 
Where bloody murder, or detested rape, 
Can couch for fear, but I will find them out; 
And in their ears tell them my dreadful name, 
Revenge, which makes the fou] offenders quake. 


Tit. Art thou Revenge? and art thou sent to 
me, 
To be a torment to mine enemies? 


Tam, I am; therefore come down, and wel. 

| come me. 

Tit. Do me some service, ere I come to thee. 
Lo, by thy side where Rape, and Murder, stands; 
Now give some 'surance that thou art Revenge, 
Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels; 
And then Ill come, and be thy waggoner, 

And whirl along with thee about the globes. 
Provide thee two proper palfries, as black as jet, 
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To hale thy vengeful waggon swift away, 
And find out murderers in their guilty caves: 
And, when thy car is loaden with their heads, 
T will dismount, and by the waggon wheel 
Trot, like a servile footman, all day long; 
Even from Hyperion's rising in the east, 

Until his very downfall in the sea. 

And day by day I'll do this heavy task, 

So thou destroy Rapine and Murder there. 


Tam, These are my ministers, and come with 


me. 

Tit. Are them thy ministers? what are they 
call'd? 

Tam. Rapine, and Murder: therefore called 
so, 


Cause they take vengeance of such kind of men. 


Tit. Good lord, how like the emprels' sons 

they are! | | 
And yon, the empreſs! But we worldly men 
Have miserable, mad, mistaking eyes. 
O sweet Revenge, now do I come to thee: 
And, if one arm's embracement will content thee, 
I will embrace thee in it by and by, 

[Exit Titus, from above. 


Tam. This closing with him fits his lunacy: 
Whate'er I forge, to feed his brain-sick fits, 
Do you vphold and maintain in your speeches. 
For now be firmly takes me for Revenge; 
And, being credulous in this mad thought, 
I'll make him send for Lucius, his son; 
And, whilst I at a banquet hold him sure, 
Pl find some cunning practice out of hand, 
To scatter and disperse the giddy Goths, 
Or, at the least, make them his enemies. 
See, here he comes, and I must ply my theme. 
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Enter Tx1Tus, 


Tit. Long have I been forlorn, and all for 
| . 
Welcome, dread fury, to my woeful house; — 
Rapine, and Murder, you are welcome too: — 
How like the empreſs and her sons you are! 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor: — 
Could not all hell afford you such a devil? — 
For, well I wot, the empreſs never wags, 
But in her company there is a Moor ; 
And, would you represent our queen aright, 
It were convenient you had such a devil: 
But welcome, as you are. What shall we do? 
Tam. What would'st thou have us do, Andro- 
nicus ? | 
Dem. Shew me a murderer, I'll deal with bim. 


Chi. Shew me a villain, that bath done a rape, 
And IT am sent to be reveng'd on him. 


Tam. Shew me a'thousand, that haye done 
thee wrong, | 
And IT will be revenged on them all. 


Tit. Look round about the wicked streets of 
Rome; 
And when thou find'st a man that's like thyself, 
Good Murder, stab him; he's a murderer. — 
Go thou with him; and, when it is thy bap, 
To find another that is like to thee, 
Good Rapine, stab him; he is a ravisher, — 
Go thou with them; and in the emperor's court 
There is a queen, attended by a Moor; 
Well may'st thou know her by thy own propor- 
| tion, | 
For up and down she doth resemble thee ; 
I pray thee, do on them some violent death, 
They haye been yiolent to me and mine. 


Tam. | 
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Tam. Well hast thou lesson'd us; this shall 


we do. 

But would it please thee, good Andronicus, 

To send for Lucius, thy thrice valiant son, 

Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike 
Goths, 

And bid him come and banquet at thy house: 

When he is here, even at thy solemn feast, 

J will bring in the empreſs and her sons, 

The emperor himself, and all thy foes; 

And at thy mercy shall they stoop and kneel, 

And on tuem $halt thou ease thy angry beart. 

VV hat says Andronicus to this device? 

Lit. 1 my brother! — 'tis sad Titus 

calls, 


Enter Mancvus. 


Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius; 
Thou shalt 1 inquire bim out among the Goths: 
Bid him repair to me, and bring with bim 
Some of the chiefest princes of the Goths ; 
Bid him encamp his soldiers where they are: 
Tell him, the emperor and\the emprels too 
Feast at my house; aud he shall feast with them. 
This do thou for my love; aud so let him, 
As he regards his aged father's life. 
Mar. This will 1 do, and soon return again, 
Exit, 
Tam. Now will [ hence about thy bins 
And take my ministers along with me. 
Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder stay with 
me; 
Or else I'Il call my brother back again, 
And cleave to no revenge but Lucius. 
Tam. What say you, boys? will you abide 
with him, 
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Whiles I go tell my lord the emperor, 

Tow I have govern'd our determin'd jest? 
Yield to his humour, smooth and speak him fair, 
(aside. 


And tarry with him, till T come again. 


Tit. I know them all, though they suppose me 
mad; 
And will oe'r-reach them in their own devices, 
A pair of cursed hell-bounds, and their dam. 


[Aside. 
Dem. Madam, depart at pleasure, leave us 
bere. 
Tam, Farewel, Andronicus: Revenge now 
goes | 


To lay a complot to betray thy foes. [Exit Tam. 


Tit. I know, thou dost; and, sweet Revenge, 

farewcl, 

Chi. Tell us, old man, how $hall we be em- 

ploy'd ? 

Tit. Tut, 1 have work enough ſor you to 
o. — 

Publius, come hither, Caius, and Valentine! 


Enter Pontus, and Others. 


Pub. What is your will ? 
Tit. Know you these two? 


Publ. The emprels' sons, 
T take them, Chiron, and Demetrius, 


Tit, Fye, Publius, fye! thou art too much de- 
ceiv'd; 
The one is Mus der, Rape is the other's name: 
Aud therefore bind them, gentle Publius; 
Caius, and Valentine, lay hands on them: 
Oft have you heard me wish for such an hour, 
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And now I fad it; therefore bind them sure; 
And stop their mouths, if they begin to cry. 
[Exit Virus, — Publius etc. lay hold on 
Chiron and Demetrius. 
Chi. Villains, forbear; we are the empreſs" 
sons. 
Pub. And therefore do we what we are com- 
manded. — 
Stop close their mouths, let them not speak a 
word : 
Is he sure bound ? look, that you bind them fast. 


Re-entcr Titus AxDroxiGus, with LAVTIN TA; She 
bearing a bason, and he a [mije. 


Tit. Come, come, Lavinia; look, my foes are 

bound ; — 

Sirs, Stop their mouths, let them not speak to 
mez 

But let them hear what fearful words 1 Ute 

O villains, Chiron and Demetrius ! | 

Here stands the spring whom you have stain'd 
with mud; 

This goodly summer with vour winter mix'd. 

You kilPd her husband; and, for that vile fault, 

"Two of her brothers were enden d to death: 

My hand cut off, and made a merry jest: 

Both her sweet hands; her tongue, and that, more 

| dear 

4 Than hands or tongre, ber spotleſs chastity, 

+ Jahuman traitors, you constrain'd and forc'd. 

What would you say, if I should let you speak? 

; Villains, for shame you could not beg for grace. 

Hark, wretches, how I mean to mertyr you. 

This one hand yet is left to cut your throats; 

hilst that Lavinia "tween her stumps doth hold 

The bason, that receives your guilty blood, 
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You know, your mother means to feast with me, 
G Aud calls berself Revenge, and thinks me mad, — 
Hark villains; 1 will grind your bones 10 dust, 
And with your blood and it l' make a paste; 
| And of the paste a coffin I will rear, 
Aud make two pasties of your shameful heads; 
And bid that strumpet, your unhajlow'd dam, 
Like to the earth, swallow ber own increase. 
This is the feast that I have bid her ta, 
And this the banquet she shall surfeit on; 
For worse than Philomel you us'd my daughter, 
And worse than Progne I will be reveng'd: 
And now prepare your throats, — Lavinia, come, 
| | [He cuts their throats. 


Receive the blood: and, when that they are dead, 

Let me go grind their bones to powder small, 

And with this bateful liquor temper it; 

And in that paste let their vile heads be bak'd. 

Come, come, be every one oflicious 

To make this banquet; which I wish may prove 

More stern and bloody than the Centaurs' feast. 

So, now bring them in, for I'll play the cook, 

And see them ready 'gainst their mother comes. 
[Exeunt, bearing the dead bodies. 
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SCENE III. 


The same. A Pavilion, with tables, etc. 


Enter Lucius, Marcvs, and Goths, with AARON, 
prisonef. 


r A REV * Yay 


CIS 2.4 8 


Luc, Uncle Marcus, since 'tis my father's mind, 
That I repair to Rome, 1 am content. 
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1. Goth, And ours with thine, befall what for- 
tune will. 
Luc. Good uncle, take you in this barbarous 
Moor, 
This ravenous tiger, this accursed devil; 
Let him receive no sustenance, fetter him, 
Till he be brought unto the emprels“ face, 
For testimony of her foul proceedings: 
And see the ambush of our friends be strong: 
I fear, the emperor means no good to us, 


Aar. Some devil whisper curses in mine ear, 
And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth 
The venemous malice of my swelling heart! 


Luc. Away, inhuman dog! unhallow'd slave! — 
Sirs, belp our uncle to convey him in. — 
[E.xeunt Goths, with Aaron. Flourish, 


The trum;ets shew, the emperor is at hand, 


| 5 
Enter SaTURNINUS and Tamonra, with Tribunes, 
Senators, and Others. 


Sat. What, hath the firmament more suns than 
one? 
Luc, What boots it thee to call thyself a sun? 
Mar. Rome's 33 and nephew, break the 
paile; 
These quarrels must be quietly debated. 
The feast is ready, which the careful Titus 
Hath ordain'd to an honourable end, 
For peace, for love, for league, "ona good to 
Rome: 
Please you, therefore, draw nigh, and take your 
places. 
Sat. Marcus, we will. 
[LHautboys sound. The company it down, at 
ta ble. 
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Enter Trrus, dreſs'd like a cook, LAvIxITA, veiled, 
voung Lucius, and Others, Titus places the 
dithes on the table. 


Tit. Welcome, my pracious lord; welcome, 
dread queen ; 
Welcome, ye warlike Goths; welcome, Lucius 
And welcome, all: although the cheer be poor, 
"Twill G1] your stomachs; please you eat of it. 


Fat. Why art thou thus attit'd, Andronicus? 


Tit. Because I would be sure to have all well, 
To entertain your highnels, and your emprels. 


Tam. We are beholding to you, good Andro- 
nicus. 
Tit. An if your highneſs . my heart, you 
were. 
My lord the emperor, resolve me this; 
Was it well done of rash Virginius, 
To slay his daughter with his cwn right hand, 
Because she was enforc'd, stain'd, and dellower d2 


Fat. It was, Andronicus. 
Tit. Vour reason, mighty lord? 
Sat. Because the girl should not survive her 


shame, 
And by her presence still renew bis sorrow. 


Tit. A reason mighty, strong, and effectual; 
A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant, 
For me, most wretched, to perform the like: — 
Die, die, Lavinia, and thy shame with thee; 
. | {He kills Lavinia. 
And, with thy shame, thy fatber's sorrow die! 


Fat. What hast thou done, unnatural, and un- 
kind ? 


Tit. Kill'd her, for whom my tears have made 
me blind. 
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Jam as woeful as Virginius was: 
And have a thousand times more cause than he 
To do this outrage; — and it is now done. 


Sat. What, was she ravish'd? tell, who did 
the deed, 

Tit, Wilt please you eat? Will't please your 
highuels feed ? 


Tam, Why hast thou slain thine only Nh 220 
thus? 
Tit. Not I; 'twas Chiron, and Demetrius: 
They ravish'd her, and cut away her tongue, 
And they, 'twas they, that did her all this wrong. 


Sat. Go, fetch them hither to us presently. 
Tit. Why, there they are both, baked in that 


Whereof their Ne" OLE daintily hath fed, 
Eating the flesh that she herself hath "R601 
"Tis true, tis true; witnels my Enife's sbarp 


point. [killing Tamora. 
Sat. Die, frantick wretch, for this accursed 
deed. [falling Titus. 


Luc, Can the son's eye behold his father bleed? 
There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 
[kills Saturninus, 4 great tumult. The people 
in confusion ditperse, Marcus, Lucius, 
and their partizans ascend the steps before 
Titus's house. 
Mar, You sad-fac'd men, people and sons of 
Rome, 
By uproar sever'd, like a flight of fowl 
Scatter'd by winds and high tempestuous gusts, 
O, Jet me teach you how to knit again 
This acatter'd corn into one mutual sheaf, 
These broken limbs again into one body. 


Sen, Lest Rome herself be bane unto herself; 
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And she, whom mighty kingdoms court'sy to, 

Like a forlorn and desperate cast-away, 

Do sbameful execution on herself. 

But if my frosty signs and chaps of age, 

Grave witnesses of true experience, 

Cannot induce you to attend my words, — 

Speak, Rowe's dear friend; [to Lucius. ] as erst 

| our ancestor, 

When with his solemn tongue he did discourse, 

To love-sick Dido's sad attending ear, 

The story of that baleful burning night, 

When subtle Greeks surpriz'd king Priam's Troy; 

Tell us, what Sinon hath bewitch'd our ears, 

Or who bath brought the fatal engine in, 

That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil 
wound, — 

My beart is not compact of lint, nor steel; 

Nor can L utter all our bitter grief, 

But floods of tears will drown my oratory, 

And break my very utterance; even in the time 

When it should move you to attend me most, 

Lending your kind commiseration : 

Here is a captain, let him tell the tale; 

Your hearts heh throb and weep to hear him 
speak. 

Luc. Then noble auditory, be it known to 
| | ou, 

That cursed Chiron and Demetrius 

Were they that murdered our emperor's brother; 

And they it were that ravisbed our e sister: 

For their fel] faults our brothers were beheaded; 

Our father's tears despis'd; and basely cozen'd 

Of that true band, that fought Rome's quarrel 
out, 

And sent her enemies unto the grave. 

Lastly, myself unkindly banished, 

The gates shut on me, and turn'd weeping out, 
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To beg relief among Rome's enemies ; 

Who drown'd their enmity in my true tears, 

And op'd their arms to embrace me as a friend : 

And ] am the turn'd-forth, be it known to you, 

That have preserv'd her welfare in my blood; 

And from her bosom took the enemy's point, 

Sheathing the stee] in my advent'rous body. 

Alas! you know, I am no vaunter, I; 

My scars can witneſs, dumb although they are, 
at my report is just, and full of truth. 

But, soft, methinks, I do digreſs too much, 

Citing my worthleſs praise: O, pardon me; 

For when no friends are by, men praise them- 


selves. 
Mar. Now is my turn to speak; Behold this 
child, 
[pointing to the child in the arms of an 
attendant. 


Of this was Tamora delivered; 
The issue of an irreligious Moor, 
Chief architect and plotter of these woes; 
The villain is alive in Titus' house, 
Damn'd as he is, to witneſs this is true. 
Now judge, what cause had Titus to revenge 
These wrongs, unspeakable, past patience, 
Or more than any living man could bear. 
Now you have heard the truth, what say you, 
Romans ? . 

Have we done aught amiſs? Shew us wherein, 
And, from the place where you behold us now, 
The poor remainder of Andronici 
Will, hand in hand, all headlong cast us down, 
And on the ragged stones beat forth our brains, 
And make a mutual closure of our house. 
Speak, Romans, speak: and, if you say, we ſshall, 
Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall. 

Aemil. Come, come, thou reyerend man of Rome, 
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| And bring our emperor gently in thy hand, 
Lucius our emperor ; for, well I know, 
The common voice do cry, it shall be so. 


Rom. [Several speak ] Lucius, all hail; Rome's 
royal emperor! 


Lucivs, etc. descend, 


May. Go, go into old Titus' sorrowful house; 
[to an Attendant, 
And hither hale that misbelieving Moor, 


To be adjudg'd some direful -e death, 
As punishment for his most wicked life. 


Rom. [Several 5peak.] Lucius, all hail, Rome's 
gracions governor? 
Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans; May I govern 
so, 
To heal Rome's harms, and wipe away ber woe! 
But, gentle people, give me aim a while, — 
For nature puts me to a heavy task; — 
Stand all aloof; — bat, uncle, draw you near, 
To shed obsequious tears upon this trunk: — 
O, take this warm kifz on thy pale cold lips, 
(Kisses Titus. 
These 8orrowful drops upon thy blood stain'd 
ſace, 
The last true duties of thy noble son! 


Mar. Tear for tear, and loving kiſs for kiſs, 
Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips: 
O. were the sum of these that T should pay 
Countleſs avd infinite, yet would I pay them! 


Luc. Come hither, boy; come, come, and learn 
of us 
To melt in showers: Thy grandsire lov'd thee 
well: 
Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee, 
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Sung thee asleep, his loving breast thy pillow ; 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 
Meet, and agreeing with thine infancy ; 
In that respect then, like a loving child, 
Shed yet some small drops from they tender 
spring, | 
Because kind nature doth require it so: 
Friends should associate friends in grief and woe: 
Bid him farewel; commit him to the grave; 
Do him that kindneſs, and take leave of him. 
Boy. O grandsire, grandsire! eyen with all my 
eart 
"Would I were dead, 80 you did live again! 
O lord, T cannot speak to him for weeping ; 
My tears will choke me, if I ope my mouth. 


Enter Attendants, with Aaron, 


1. Rom. You sad Andronici, have done with 
woes; 
Give sentence on this execrable wretch, 
That bath been breeder of these dire events. 


Luc. Set him breast-deep in earth, and famish 
bim; 
There let him stand, and rave and cry for food: 
If any one relieves or pities him, 
For the offence de dies. This is our doom: 
Some stay, to see him fasten'd in the earth. 


Aar. O, why should wrath be mute, and fury 
dumb? | | 

I am no baby, I, that, with base prayers, 

J shonld repent the eyils IJ have done; | 

Ten thousand, worse than ever yet I did, 

Would I perform, if I might have my will; 

If one good deed in all my life I did, 

I do repent it from my very soul. 
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Luc. Some loving friends convey the emperor 
- hence, 

And pive him burial in his father's grave: 

My father, and Lavinia, shall forthwith 

Be closed in our houshold's monument. 

As for that heinous tyger, Tamora, 

No funeral rite, vor man in mouruful weeds, 

No mouruful bell shall ring her burial; 

But throw her forth to beasts, and birds of prey: 

Her life was beast-like, and devoid of pity; 

And, being so, sball have like want of pity. 

See justice done on Aaron, that damn'd Moor, 

By whom our heavy haps had their beginning: 

Then, afterwards, to order well the state; 

That like events may ne'er it ruinate. [Exeunt. 


END OF THE sIxTH VOLUME. 
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